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PREFACE. 


XHE  great  number  of  Collections  of 
Pfalms  and  Hymns  for  the  ufe  of  chris- 
tian focieties  renders  any  apology  for 
another  collection  unnecefTary.  Many 
congregations  have  found  the  want  of 
a  good  one,  and  they  have  endeavour- 
ed to  fupply  that  want  in  the  beft 
manner  that  they  could.  The  con- 
gregation of  the  New  Meeting  in  Bir- 
mingham having  commiffioned  their 
minifters  to  provide  a  new  colle£tion 
for  their  ufe,  they  have  made  ufe  of 
all  the  helps  to  which  they  had  accefs 
for  that  purpofe.  But  their  chief  re- 
fource  has  been  fuch  affiftance  with 
refpeft  to  the  variations  ,from  Doftor 
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Watts,  and  other  writers,  as  leaves 
them  very  little  merit  in  the  bufmefs. 
This,  though  they  are  not  at  liberty 
to  explain  themfelves  farther,  was  ne- 
ceffary  in  order  to  their  not  affuming 
to  themfelves  more  than  belongs  to 
them. 

Moft  of  the  variations  from  Dr. 
Watts's  compolitions  have  been  made 
for  the  fake  of  rendering  the  fentiment 
unexceptionable  to  Unitarian  chrif- 
tians ,  and  when  one  alteration  was 
made  on  this  account,  efpe daily  if 
the  rhyme  was  affefled  by  it,  others 
became  neceffary ;  and  it  is  very  pof- 
fible  that  many  of  thefe  will  not  pleafe 
the  ear  fo  well  as  the  original  lines 
of  Watts .  But  propriety  of  fentiment 
was  the  firft  thing  to  be  attended  to ; 
and  it  is  to  long  ufe  only  that  many 
of  Watts's  own  verfes  are  indebted  for 
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the  little  offence  they  now  give  even 
to  the  ear,  and  much  more  to  the 
underftanding  -,  his  verification  be- 
ing often  extremely  negligent,  and 
the  grammatical  conftruftion  incor- 
reft.  It  is  hoped,  therefore,  that 
many  of  the  variations  will  be  found 
to  be  improvements,  even  with  refpedt 
to  harmony,  and  other  more  valuable 
properties  of  compofition. 

Of  the  later  collections  of  Pfalms 
and  Hymns,  more  ufe  will  perhaps 
be  found  to  be  made  of  that  of  Mr. 
Cappe  than  of  any  other.  But  many 
of  thefe  were  furnifhed  from  our  re- 
fources.  Befides,  as  the  compilers  of 
this  collection  have  not  fcrupled  to 
avail  themfelves  of  the  labours  of 
others,  others  are  equally  at  liberty  to 
avail  themfelves  of  theirs  -y  and  in  no 
other  collection,  perhaps,  will  there, 

A3  be 


[    6     ] 

be  found  fo  many  truly  original  and 
valuable  lines. 

The  names  of  the  authors  of  moft 
of  the  hymns  are  fubjoined  to  them  -, 
but  the  alterations  are  fometimes  fo 
confiderable  that  they  will  be  found 
to  have  been  in  a  manner  recompofed. 
Where  the  hymns  were  taken  from 
other  colleftions,  in  which  the  names 
of  the  original  writers  are  not  men- 
tioned, and  the  omiffion  could  not 
be  readily  fupplied,  they  are  here  alfo 
left  without  names;  but  in  future 
editions  they  may  be  added. 

Birminghaniy 
June  i,  1790. 
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A  MONG  the  princes,  earthly  Gods 
**•  A  ftubborn  and  rebellious  houfe 
Awake  ye  faints  to  praife  your  King 
Behold  the  chofen  corner  ftone 
Behold  the  lofty  fky 
Behold  the  morning  fun 
Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God 
Blefs'd  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 
Blefs'd  are  the  undenTd  in  heart 
BlefsM  is  the  man  who  fhuns  the  place 
Blefs'd  is  the  man  whofe  pious  mind 
Come  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord 
Come  let  our  voices  join,  to  raife 
Come  found  his  praife  abroad  - 

Exalt  the  Lord  our  God 
Early  my  God,  without  delay 
Eternal  God,  how  frail  is  man 
Father,  I  blefs  thy  gentle  hand 
Far  as  thy  pow'r  is  known 
Firm  was  my  health,  my  day  was  bright 
For  all  the  gifts  his  hands  bellow 
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From  age  to  age  exalt  his  name              -  -             178 

Give  thanks  to  God,  adore  his  name  -             -         169 

Give  thanks  to  God  5  he  reigns  above  -              176 

Give  thanks  to  God  moft  high                 -  -        240 

Give  thanks  to  God,  the  fovereign  Lord  -                  239 

Give  to  our  God,  immortal  praife  -              243 

Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  princes,  give  -                  -    39 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  faints                   -  -61 

God  my  fupporter,  and  my  hope             -  102 

God  of  eternal  love          -                   -  -             1 74 

God  of  my  life,  to  thee  is  known  -                    56 

Good  is  the  Lord,  the  heavenly  King  -                90 

Great  God,  how  oft  did  Ifr'el  prove  -                 no 

Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim  -               81 

Great  God,  the  heav'n's  well  order'd.  frame  -             23 

Great  God,  thou  wilt  a  refuge  be  -                        130 

Great  God  whofe  univerfal  fway             -  -           99 

Great  is  the  Lord,  his  works  of  might  -             184 

Had  not  the  Lord,  may  Britain  fay  -                 224 

Happy  the  man,  whofe  fteadfaft  feet  -                  4 

He  reigns,  the  great  Jehovah  reigns  -                  147 

High  in  the  heav'ns,  eternal  God                -  -            50 

How  awful  is  thy  chaft'ning  rod  -                    i©3 

How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear  -             -        221 

How  feeble,  Lord,  is  man                     -  -             128 

How  firm  their  ground  of  hope             -  225 

How  happy  muft  it  be                -  -                  234 

How  happy  they,  O  God  of  grace  -                     135 

How  pure,  my  Father,  are  the  joys  -                    112 

How  mall  the  young,  O  Lord,  their  hearts  -           201 

Humbly  I  feek  my  Father's  face           '  -  -             209 

If  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny                   -  -227 

I'll  praife  my  Maker  here  below             -  -            262 

I'll  raife,  O  Lord,  thy  praifes  high  -                      41 

In  all  my  vaft  concerns  with  thee              -  -           252 

In  God's  own  houfe  his  name  adore  -                 282 

Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart                 -  230 

I  waited  patient  for  the  Lord  -                      57 

Jehovah  reigns,  he  dwells  in  light             -  -136 

Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come  -                 150 

Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong  -               93 

Let  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife            -  -          346 

Let 
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Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds  -                   105 

Let  every  creature  join                 -  -         2,70,275 

Let  ev'ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  fpeak  -                261 

Let  thofe  thy  works  of  glory,  Lord  -                    '79 

Let  forrow,  Lord,  my  bofom  fill             -  -             2.51 

Long  as  I  live,  I'll  blefs  thy  name  -                  2,53 

Lord,  I  am  thine,  but  thou  wilt  prove  -                  J  7 

Lord,  I  efteem  thy  judgments  right  -                    204 

Lord,  I  have  found  'tis  good  for  me  -                 2.1 1 

Lord,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice  -            2-05 

Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  {halt  hear  -                    9 

Lord,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  days  -                      47 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above              -i  -                 i*4 
Lord,  thou  haft  fearch'd,  and  feen  me  through         -         246 

Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray  -                     2 

Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord                      -  -     278 

Maker,  and  fovereign  Lord                    -  -           5 

My  Father,  let  thy  holy  law                 -  -            203 

My  God,  accept  my  early  vows       ■        -  -        256 

My  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  fprings  -                 75 

My  God,  my  everlafting  hope                 -  -             96 

My  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praife  -             257 

My  God,  permit  my  tongue                 -  -              83 

My  God,  the  fteps  of  pious  men             -  -53 

My  God,  to  count  thy  mercies  o'er  -                 *55 

My  heart  may  fink  within  me,  Lord  -                 60 

My  never  ceafing  fongs  fhall  fhew  -                  119 

My  Shepherd  is  the  living  Lord  -                      29 

My  Shepherd  will  fupply  my  wants  -                    3° 

My  foul,  Jehovah's  praife  repeat  -                      164 

My  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  duft                -  -     213 

My  foul,  repeat  his  praife                         -  -        161 

My  fpirit  looks  to  God  alone                 -  -             78 

Not  to  ourielves,  who  are  but  duft  -                     189 

Now  in  the  hour  of  deep  diftrefs              -  -            27 

Now  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  grace  -               26 

O  all  ye  nations,  praife  the  Lord               -  -       192 

O  blefied  fouls  are  they                    -  -                   43 

O  blefs  the  Lord,  my  foul                    -  -              160 

O  Britain,  praife  Jehovah's  name           -  -          26  7 

Of  juftice  and  of  grace  I  fmg                  -  15+ 

O  for 
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O  for  a  mout  of  facred  joy               -  -                     62 

O  happy  man  whofe  duty  fprings  -                     228 

O  Lord,  our  heavenly  king                 .  .                 10 

O  praife  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  a  new  fong  .         281 

O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways  .            208 

O  that  thy  ftatutes,  ev'ry  hour                 .  .         212, 

O  thou  from  whom  my  being  came  •                     54 

O  thou  who  heareft  finners  cry              .  .72 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft               .  .126 

Praife  in  thy  churches  waits  for  thee  .                    87 

Praife  ye  the  Lord,  exalt  his  name              .  .236 

Praife  ye  the  Lord  j  my  heart  mail  join  .              264 

Praife  ye  the  Lord  ;  'tis  good  to  raife  .                   266 

Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  in  the  Lord  .                   44 

Remember,  Lord,  our  mortal  ftate  .                    123 

Shew  pity  Lord,  O  Lord  forgive  .                   71 

Shine  mighty  God,  on  Britain  fhine  .                     91 

Sing  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  name             •  .              14° 

Sing  to  the  Lord  with  chearful  voice  .                  153 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands  .                     144 

Songs  of  immortal  praife  belong  .                  182. 

Soon  as  I  heard  my  Father  fay             •  .                38 

Sweet  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace  '          •  .         260 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King  .                 333 

Th'  Almighty  reigns,  exalted  high  .                    148 

The  earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's             .  .             33 

The  earth  is  thine,  Almighty  Lord  _  .                     34 

The  glories,  Lord,  thy  works  proclaim  .                 51 

The  God  of  glory  fends  his  fummons  forth  .           68 

The  Gcd  of  our  falvation  hears        ..  .               85 

The  God  who  built  the  earth  and  fkies  .           218 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord  .             .          22 

The  Lord,  how  wond'rous  are  his  ways  .                1 58 

The  Lord  in  Zion  plac'd  his  name  .             .          232 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns                 .  .                  138 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns ;  he  form'd  the  globe         .       137 

The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light                 .  .              37 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is                 .  .                   32 

The  Lord,  the  Judge,  his  churches  warns  .           66 

The  Lord,  the  Sovereign  King             .  .            163 

The  man  is  ever  bldVd                   .  -$                    1 

The 
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The  man  of  many  woes                  .  .                 195 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made  •                194 

Tho'  for  my  own  defence  too  weak  .                   7 

Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God             .  .           199 

Thou  caufeit,  Lord,  thy  fun  to  mine  .                 181 

Thrice  happy  man  who  fears  the  Lord  .              185 

Thro' every  age,  eternal  Lord                 .  .125 

Thro'  life,  my  faith,  in  death  is  ftrong  .                 1 5 

Thus  faith  the  Lord,  the  fpacious  fields  .              65 

Thy  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lord          1    .  .         206 

Thy  name,  almighty  Lord                  .  .               193 

"Tis  by  thy  ftrengh  the  mountains  ftand  .             89 

To  God  let  fervent  pray'rs  arife  .       100 

To  God  I  lift  my  foul                     .  .                36 

To  God,  the  great,  the  ever  blefs'd  .                 173 

To  our  almighty  Maker  God                 .  .149 

To  thee,  before  the  dawning  light                   .  398 

'Twas  from  thy  hand,  my  God,  I  came  .               249 

Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes                 .  .         216 

Upward  I  lift  mine  eyes                   .  .                  219 

We  blefs  the  Lord,  the  good,  the  juft  .                  94 

We  own  the  grace  divine                 .  .                  222 

Wert  thou  fevere  our  faults  to  mark  .                  229 

What  pleafure,  Lord,  thy  houfe  attends  »            113 

What  mail  I  render  to  my  God                 .  .191 

When  Ifrael,  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand  .           *i89 

When  Ifr'el  fins,  the  Lord  reproves  .                 108 

When  fill'd  with  wonder,  Lord,  I  ftand  ,             254 

When  overwhelm1  d  with  grief                  ,  •         77 

Where  fhall  we  go  to  feek,  and  find  .                231 

While  heathens  to  their  idols  hafte             .  ,             16 

While  thoughtlefs  finners  chufe             »  ,          74 

Who  fhall  afcend  thy  heavenly  place  .                 1 3 

Who  fhall  be  welcome  to  thy  houfe  ,                    iz 

With  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue  .         245 

With  deep  humility  appear                 .  ,              120 

With  fongs  and  honours,  founding  loud  .           269 

Ye  holy  fouls  in  God  rejoice                 .  .               46 

Ye  nations  round  the  earth  rejoice               .  .352 

Ye  fervants  of  r.rT  almighty  King  .                  187 

Ye  fervants  of  the  King  of  kings  .    .              235 

Ye  fons  of  men,  a  feeble  race                 .  .           131 

Ye  that  delight  to  ferve  the  Lord             #  .186 


An  Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Subjeas 
of  the  Pfalm  s. 

N.  B.  When  a  fecond  figure  is  added  it  denotes  the  part  of  the 
Pfalm.    But  in  general  this  did  not  feem  to  be  nccefiary. 

-A.GED  Chriftian,  his  reflection  and  hope,  7 1 

Affli&ions,  hope  in  them,  42 ;  benefit  of  them, 
1 19,  14;  Jantlified,  119,  17  s  moderated,  1  25 

Atheifm,  practical,  36 

Britain,  a  pfalm  for  it,  147 

Canaan,  loft  through  unbelief  95 

Charity,  to  the  poor,  41 

Children,  their  pious  education,  7  8 

Chrift,  his  kingdom,  72 ;  fufferings  and  kingdom, 

22 ;  afcending  and  reigning  47  ;  his  fir  ft  and 

fecond  coming,  96;  his  coming  and  kingdom,  98 

Church,  our  delight  andfafety,  27  -,  itsfiafety  and 

triumph  in  national  calamity,  46 ;  its  beauty, 

48;   the  birtb  place  of  the  faints,   87 ;  the 

Jettlement  of  it,  1325  eftablifhed,  132  s  God's 

houfe,  135 
Confcience,  tendernejs  of  it,  119,  13 
Creation,  works  of,  and  providence,  33 
Creator,  his  praije,  100 
Creatures,  no  truft  in  them,  62 
Death,  courage  in  it,  16 

Devotion,  daily  and  nightly,  134;  habitual,  119,  2 
Difeafes,  Jafety  in  them,  91 
Diftrefs,  deliverance  from  it,  40 
Enemies,  love  to  them,  109 
Evening,  pfalm  for  it,  4,  139,  3 

Family, 
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F-Amily,  prayer  for  the  mafter   of  cue,    i  c  i  j 

■blejjings  of  it  i  28 
God,  his  f over eignty  and goodnefs,  %;  cur  S hep- 
herd,  2  2;  dwelling  with  him ,  245  his  perfections 
and  providence,  36 -,  f of ety  in  him,  61 ;  longing 
after  him,  6  2',  hearing  prayer,  and  the  Gentiles 
called,  65  \  his  anger  and  compaffion,  68  ;  to 
mercy,  7 1 ;  our  portion  here  and  hereafter,  73  -, 
and  his  church  or  grace  and  glory,  84;  general 

Jong  ofpraife  to  him,  86,  136;  his faithfulnefs 
895  his  power  and  majefty,  ib.  eternal  andfo- 
vereign,  93 ;  his  kingdom,  ib.  of  the  Gentiles,  96 ; 
the  fovereign  Judge,  97  ;  worjloipped  with  re- 
verence, 99  -,  praife  far  his  goodnefs  to  foul  and 
body,  1 03,  1  j  his  gentle  chaftifement,  ib.  2 ; 
to  rmercy  and  judgment,  ib.  2  •,  his  univerfal 
dominion,  ib.  3 ;  to  g/077  fe  creation  and  pro- 
vidence, 1 04;  |>/7zi/£  A?  to/?,  <2?z^  to  communion 
Vjith  faints,  1 06  -3  his  wifdom  in  his  works, 
in;  his  perfections,  ib.  his  majefty  and  conde- 

•Jcenfion,  1 1 3 ;  £//r  refuge,  and  idolatry  reproved, 
115;  praife  to  him  from  all  nations,  117  -,  0#r 
preferver,  1 21  ;  #//  z#  #//,  1  27 ;  praife  due  to 
him  and  not  to  idols,  1 30 ;  wonders  of  creation, 
providence,  and  redemption,  136  -,  all-feeing, 
139;  his  mercies  innumerable,  139,  3.  1 45,  3 ; 
to  greatnefs,  144,  145  ;  to  goodnefs,  145,  2 ; 
^r^i/te  /sr  his  goodnefs  and  truth,  1 46  -,  his 
nature,  providence,  and  grace,  1 47  ;  praife  to 
him  from  all  creatures,  148 

Good 
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Good  men  happy  and  firmer s  miferable,  i,  37, 

119,  1  -3  their  character,  1 5 ;  their  hope  in  the 

refurreclion,  1 7  ;  dwell  in  heaven,  24  j  God's 

care  of  them,  34 
Gofpel,  its  blejfednefs,  89;  praife  for  it,  98 
Grace  ^;z^/  g/flry,  97  ;  quickening,  prayer  for  it, 

1 1  9,  16  ;  reftoring  and  preferving,  1 38 
Holinefs,  breathing  after  it,  119,  11 
Humility,   131 
Hypocrify,  50 
Ifrael,   delivered  from  Egypt,   77,    105,    114., 

136;  rebellion  and  punifhment,  785  punifhed 

and  pardoned,  106  * 

Judgment,  /&*  laft,  50 
Knowledge,  ^r<?  0/*  it,  1 1 9,  9 
Life,  z/ j  frailty  and  Jhortnefs,  90 
Lord's  day,  92,  1193  morning,  5,  63 
Love,  brotherly,  133 
Man  mortal  and  God  eternal,  90 ;  to  dominion, 

8;  his  vanity  as  mortal,  395  fc  wonderful 

formation,  139,  2. 
Manner's  pfahi,  107 
Morning,  3 
Mortality  ««^  &^,  89 
Nature,  bookof.andfcripture,  19 
November  5th,  pf aim  for.it,  124 
Obedience,  te/<?r  than  facrifice,  50  • 
Ordination  0/  ^  minifier,  132 
Pardon,  waiting  for  it,  25  ;  pleading  for  it,  51, 

1 30  5  z/^w  confeffwn,  32 

Peace., 
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Peace,  andholinefs,  34 

Piety,  and  charity,  112 

Praife,  general  Jong  of,   150 

Prayer,  and  hope,  27  -,  pfalm  before  it,  95 

Profperity,  dangerous,  551  of  a  nation  and  the 

churches  increaje,  67 
Protection,  prayer  for  it,  57;  divine,  121 
Providence,  works  of  and  of  creation,  33  -,  in 

air,  earth,  and  Jea,  6$ 
Public  worfhip,  the  pleafure  of  it,  845    longing 

for.  it,  ib.  going  to  it,  122 
Religion,'  advantage  of  it,  1 6 
Reproof,  141 
Refolution,  holy,  119,  15 
Refurrection,  89 

Scripture,  and  book  of  nature,    19;   inftruffiion 
from  it,  1 1 9,  4.  delight  in  it,  ib.  5.  holinefs  and 

comfort  from  it,  ib.  6.  the  faints  portion,  ib.  8 
Sermon,  pfalm  before  it,  95 
Sicknefs,  healed,  303  duration  in  it,  39 
Sin,  correction  for  it-  and  relieved  by  prayer,  1 07 
Sincerity,  profejfed,  119,  2.   139,  3. 
Spring,  the  bleffmgs  of  it,  65 
Storms,  and  thunder,  29 
Summer,  and  Winter,  147,  2. 
Victory,  prayer  for  it,  20 
Vows,  paid,  116 
Watchfulnefs,   141 
Winter,  and  Summer,  147,2. 
Year,  thejeafons  of  it,  1 47 
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PSALM    I.      Short  Metre. 
The  good  Man  happy 3  the  Sinner  mijerable. 

c        JL  H  E  man  is  ever  bleft, 

Who  fhuns  the  tinners'  ways, 
Among  their  counfels  never  flands. 
Nor  takes  the  {corner's  place. 

>       But  makes  the  law  of  God 
His  itudy  and  delight, 
Amidft  the  labours  of  the  day, 
And  watches  of  the  night. 

}       He,  like  a  tree,  fhall  thrive, 
With  waters  near  the  root : 
Frefh  as  the  leaf  his  name  fhall  live, 
His  works  are  heav'nly  fruit. 

B  4  Not 
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4  Not  fo  th'  ungodly  race. 
They  no  fuch  bleffings  find : 

Their  hopes  mall  fly  like  empty  chaff 
Before  the  driving  wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  Hand 
Before  that  judgment- feat, 

Where  all  the  faints  at  Chrifi's  right-hand 
In  full  afTembly  meet  ? 

6  Their  Father  knows,  and  loves, 
The  way  the  righteous  go, 

But  finners,  and  their  works,  fhall  meet 
A  dreadful  overthrow. 


PSALM    I.      Common  Metre. 
The  Way  and  End  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked-. 

i  BLEST  is  the  man  who  fhuns  the  place 
Where  fmners  love  to  meet; 
Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  ways^ 
And  hates  the  fcoffer's  feat, 

2  But 
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2  But  in  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord, 

Has  plac'd  his  chief  delight ; 
By  day  ht  reads,  or  hears,  the  word, 
And  meditates  by  night. 

3  He,  like  a  plant  to  water  nigh, 

And  fafe  from  blading  wind, 
Of  faith,  and  hope,  and  facred  joy, 
A  large  increafe  fhall  find. 

4  Green  as  the  leaf,  and  ever  fair,  * 

Shall  his  profeffion  fhine ; 

While  fruits  of  holinefs  appear 

Like  clufters  on  the  vine. 

5  Not  fo  the  impious  and  unjuft ; 

What  vain  defigns  they  form ! 
Their  hopes  are  blown  away  like  duft, 
Or  chaff  before  the  dorm. 

6  Sinners  in  judgment  fhall  not  frand 

Among  the  fons  of  grace ; 
When  Chrift  the  judge  at  his  right-hand 
Appoints  his  faints  a  place. 

B  2  7  For 
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7  For  God  beholds  the  path  they  tread, 
And  he  approves  it  well ; 
But  crooked  ways  of  Tinners  lead 
Down  to  the  gates  of  hell 


PSALM    I.      Long  Metre. 
'The  difference  between  the  righteous  and  the  wicked, 

i  HAPPY  the  man,  whofe  fteadfaft  feet 
Avoid  the  finner's  path  with  care, 
Who  hates  the  place  where  feoffors  meet, 
Nor  will  their  impious  counfels  ihare. 

2  He  loves  when  morning  gives  its  light 
To  read  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord; 
And  ere  he  feeks  his  reft  at  night, 
With  pleafure  ponders  o'er  the  word.  . 

3  Matur'd  by  heav'n  with  kindefl  beams, 
Unwith'ring  fhall  his  joys  be  feen; 
Like  a  fair  plant  by  gentle  ftreams 
Laden  with  fruit,  and  always  green. 

4  Safe 
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4  Safe  fhall  remain  his  deareft  hopes, 
And  the  beft  pleafures  of  his  mind, 
When  all  the  joys  the  wicked  boaft 
Shall  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind. 

5  In  vain  the  rebel  feeks  to  (land 
In  judgment  with  the  pious  race; 

The  dreadful  judge,  with  flern  command, 
Divides  him  to  a  different  place. 

6  You  left  the  way  my  faints  have  trod, 
To  heav'n  it  points,  is  ftraight  and  plain, 
And  chofe  a  path  which  leads  from  God, 
Down  to  unutterable  pain. 


PSALM    II.      Short  Metre. 
Chrift  Dying,  Ri/ing,  and  Reigning. 

MAKER,  and  Sovereign  Lord, 
Of  heav'h,  and  earth,  and  feas, 
Thy  providence  confirms  thy  word, 
And  anfwers  thy  decrees. 

B  3  2  Why 
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2  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage, 
And  Jews  with  one  accord 

Bend  all  their  counfels  to  deftroy 
Th'  annointed  of  the  Lord  ? 

3  Rulers  and  kings  agree 
To  form  a  vain  defign; 

Againft  the  Lord  their  powers  unite., 
Againft  his  Chrift  they  join. 

4  The  Lord  derides  their  rage, 
And  will  fupport  his  throne ; 

He  that  hath  rais'd  him  from  the  dead;, 
Hath  own'd  him  for  his  Son. 

5  He  afks,  and  God  bellows, 
A  large  inheritance ; 

Far  as  the  world's  remoter!  ends 
His  kingdom  fhall  advance. 

6  The  nations  that  rebel 
Shall  perifh  by  his  rod ; 

But  happy  they  whofe  lips  and  lives 
Confefs  the  Chrift  of  God.  , 

PSALM 
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PSALM    III.      Long  Metre. 

A  Morning  Pfalm. 

i  THOUGH  for  my  own  defence  too  weak. 
And  many  dangers  round  I  fee, 
No  anxious  fears  my  peace  {hall  break 
For  I  can  truft,  my  God,  in  thee. 

2  My  labour  done,  the  evening  hour 
Saw  me  addrefs  my  humble  pray'r, 
Adore  thy  wifdom,  goodnefs,  pow'r, 
And  call  upon  thee  every  care. 

3  Then  with  a  calm  and  chearful  mind 
I  laid  me  down,  and  clos'd  my  eyes  5 
The  iffue,  Lord,  to  thee  refign'd, 
Whether,  or  not,  again  to  rife, 

4  But  God  fuftain'd  me  all  the  night; 
Salvation  doth  to  God  belong: 
He  rais'd  my  head  to  fee  the  light, 
And  make  his  praife  my  morning  fong. 

PSALM 
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P  S  A  L  M  IV.    3,  4,  5.  8.    Common  Metre. 
An  Evening  Pfalm. 

1  LORD,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  prays 

I  am  for  ever  thine, 
I  fear  before  thee  all  the  day, 
Nor  would  I  dare  to  fin. 

2  And  while  I  reft  my  weary  head 

From  cares  and  bufmefs  free, 

'Tis  fweet  converfing  on  my  bed, 

With  my  own  heart  and  thee. 

3  I  pay  this  evening  facrifice; 

And  when  my  work  is  done, 
Great  God,  my  faith  and  hope  relies 
Upon  thy  grace  alone. 

4  Thus,  with  my  thoughts  compos'd  to  peace, 

I'll  give  mine  eyes  to  fleepj 
Thy  hand  in  fafety  keeps  my  days, 
And  will  my  {lumbers  keep. 

PSALM 
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PSALM    V.      Common  Metre. 
For  the  Lord's  Day  Morning, 

LORD,  in  the  morning  thou  fhalt  hear 

My  voice  afcending  high: 
To  thee  will  I  direcl:  my  prayer, 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye. 

2  Thou  art  a  God  before  whofe  fight 

The  wicked  fhall  not  ftand; 

Sinners  fhall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 

Nor  dwell  at  thy  right-hand. 

3  But  to  thy  houfe  will  I  refort, 

To  taile  thy  mercies  there 3 
I  will  frequent  thine  holy  court, 
And  worfhip  in  thy  fear. 

4  My  Father,  guide  my  erring  feet 

In  ways  of  righteoufnefs ! 
Make  every  path  of  duty  ftrait,    ■ 
And  plain  before  my  face. 


PSALM 
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PSALM    VIII.       Short  Metre. 

God's  Sovereignty  and  Goodnefs-,  and  Man's  Do° 
minion  over  the  Creatures. 

i       O  LORD>  our  heavenly  King, 
Thy  name  is  all  divine; 
Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread, 
And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  fhine. 

1       When  to  thy  works  above 
I  lift  my  wond'ring  eyes, 
And  fee  the  moon,  thy  hands  have  form'd, 
In  all  her  fplendour  rile. 

3  When  I  furvey  the  ftars, 
That  fill  the  vaulted  fky, 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  he  fhould  .(land 
In  thy  regard  fo  high? 

4  Or  what  the  fon  of  man, 
That  he  mould  be  thy  care, 

And  in  the  bounties  of  thy  grace 
Poflefs  fo  large  a  mare. 

5  Though 
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Though  offspring  of  the  dull 
(How  vaft  the  debt  we  owe!) 
Next  to  thine  angels  are  we  plac'd, 
And  Lords  of  all  below. 

>  Appointed  for  our  ufe 
The  fubjecl:  beads  obey, 

And  birds  that  cut  the  air  with  wings* 
And  fifli  that  cleave  the  fea. 

*       How  rich  thy  favours  are ! 
And  wond'rous  are  thy  ways: 
Of  duft  and  worms  thy  pow'r  can  frame 
A  monument  of  praife* 

>  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  king* 
Thy  name  is  all  divine: 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread, 
And  o'er  the  heavens  they  fhine* 


PSALM 
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PSALM    XV.      Common  Metre. 
The  Character  of  a  good  Man. 

i  WHO  fhall  be  welcome  to  thy  houfe, 
O  God  of  holinefs: 
Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 
So  near  his  throne  of  grace? 

2  The  man  that  walks  in  pious  ways, 

And  works  with  righteous  hands, 
That  trufts  his  Maker's  promifes, 
And  follows  his  commands. 

3  He  fpeaks  the  meaning  of  his  heart, 

Nor  (landers  with  his  tongue; 

Will  fcarce  believe  an  ill  report, 

Nor  do  his  neighbour  wrong. 

4  He  makes  no  wicked  men  his  friends, 

Loves  all  that  fear  the  Lord; 
And  tho*  to  his  own  hurt  he  fwears, 
Still  he  performs  his  word. 


5  Hi 
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His  hands  difdain  a  golden  bribe, 

And  never  gripe  die  poor. 
This  man  fhall  dwell  with  God  on  earth 

And  find  his  heaven  fecure. 


PSALM     XV.       Long  Metre. 

Religion  and  Juftice,  Goodnejs  and  "Truth;    or. 
Duties  Jo  God  and  Man. 

1  WHO  fhall  afcend  thy  heav'nly  place, 
Great  God,  and  dwell  before  thy  face  ? 
The  man  who  feeks  thy  Will  to  know, 
And  humbly  walks  with  thee  below* 

2  Whofc  hands  are  pure,  whofe  heart  is  clean; 
Whofe  lips  dill  fpeak  the  thing  they  mean. 
No  (landers  dwell  upon  his  tongue  -} 

Nor  will  he  do  his  brother  wrong* 


3  Scarce  will  he  truft  an  ill  report, 
Or  vent  it  to  his  neighbour's  hurt : 
Rejoices  not  when  others  fall, 
But  wifhes  happinefs  to  all. 

C  '       4  Sinners, 
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4  Sinners,  however  high  they  rife* 
He  only  views  with  pitying  eyes; 
While  virtuous  men  have  all  his  love* 
Though  in  the  lowed  fphere  they  move* 

5  Firm  to  his  word  he  ever  flood* 
And  always  makes  his  promife  good; 
Nor  dares  to  change  the  thing  he  fwears* 
Whatever  pain  or  lofs  he  bears; 

6  He  never  deals  in  bribing  gold, 

And  mourns  that  juflice  fhould  be  fold* 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  poor, 
Sweet  charity  attends  his  door, 

7  He  loves  his  enemies*  and  prays 
For  thofe  that  curfe  him  to  his  face ; 
And  doth  to  all  men  Hill  the  fame, 

That  he  would  hope,  or  wilh*  from  them; 

8  Yet  when  his  holieft  works  are  done* 
His  foul  depends  on  grace  alone: 
This  is  the  man  thy  face  fhall  fee* 
And  dwell  for  ever,  Lord,  with  thee. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  XVI,     The  third  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Courage  in  Deaths  and  Hope  of  the  Refur region, 

i  THROUGH  life,  in  death,  my  faith  is  ftrong ; 
Great  God,  if  with  thy  prefence  bleft : 
Be  glad,  my  heart;  rejoice  my  tongue; 
My  dying  flefh  in  hope  fhall  reft. 

2  Tho'  in  the  duft  I  lay  my  head, 

Yet,  gracious  God,  thou  wilt  not  leave 
My  foul  for  ever  with  the  dead, 
Nor  lofe  thy  children  in  the  grave. 

3  My  flefh  fhall  thy  firft  call  obey, 
Shake  off  the  duft,  and  rife  on  high; 
Then  fhalt  thou  lead  the  wond'rous  way 
Up  to  thy  throne  above  the  fky. 

4  There  dreams  of  endlefs  pleafure  flow ; 
And  full  difcov'ries  of  thy  grace, 
(Which  we  but  tailed  here  below) 
Spread  heav'nly  joys  thro*  all  the  place. 

C2  *         PSALM 
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PSALM     XVI.       Common  Metre. 

Advantages  of  Religion. 

i  WHILE  heathens  to  their  idols  hafte. 
And  worlhip  wood  or  ftone: 
My  far  fuperior  lot  is  call 

Where  the  true  God  is  known. 

i  Preferve  me,  Lord,  for  in  thy  aid 
My  confidence  I  place; 
Thou  art  my  God,  my  foul  hath  faid, 
And  I  will  feek  thy  face. 

3  No  other  Deity  I  know, 

No  other  helper  need; 
From  thee  all  prefent  bleffings  flow, 
All  future  mud  proceed. 

> 

4  Thy  hand  provides  my  conflant  food, 

And  fills  my  daily  cup ; 
Much  am  I  pieas'd  with  prefent  good, 
But  more  rejoice  in  hope. 


5  God 


PSALMS.  17 

5  God  is  my  portion  and  my  joy, 

His  counfels  are  my  light; 
He  gives  me  fweet  advice  by  day. 
And  gentle  hints  by  night. 

6  My  foul  would  all  her  thoughts  approve 

To  his  all- feeing  eye: 
Nor  death,  nor  hell,  my  hope  (hall  move 
While  fuch  a  friend  is  nigh. 


PSALM    XVII.       Long  Metre. 

The  Sinner's  Portion  and  Saint* s  Hope  3  or,  The 
Refurreffion. 

1  LORD,  I  am  thine;  but  thou  wilt  prove 
My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love; 
Whate'er  my  trials,  I  would  fee 

Thy  hand  in  all,  and  bow  to  thee. 

2  Their  portion  finners  choofe  below, 
'Tis  all  the  happinefs  they  know; 
For  a  few  days  they  call  it  theirs, 
Then  die,  and  leave  it  to  their  heirs* 

C  3  3  s° 
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3  So  vain  a  portion,  I  refign; 

Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine: 
I  fhall  behold  thy  blifsful  face, 
And  (land  complete  in  righteoufnefs. 

4  O  glorious  hour!  O  blefl  abode! 
I  fhall  be  near  and  like  my  God ! 
And  ftefh  and  fin  no  more  controul 
The  facred  pleafures  of  the  foul. 

5  My  flefh  fhall  (lumber  in  the  ground, 
'Till  the  lad  trumpet's  joyful  found; 
Then  burfl  the  chains  with  fweet  furprize, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rife. 


PSALM    XIX.     Firft  Part.     Short  Metre. 

"The  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture. 

For  a  LorcTs-Day  Morning. 

BEHOLD  the  lofty  fky 

Declares  its  maker  God  -, 
And  all  his  ftarry  works  on  high 
Proclaim  his  pow'r  abroad.  - 

2  The 
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The  darknefs  and  the  light- 
Still  keep  their  courfe  the  fame; 
While  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night, 
Divinely  teach  his  name. 

In  ev'ry  difPrent  land, 
Their  gen'ral  voice  is  known; 
They  fhew  the  wonders  of  his  hand 
And  orders  of  his  throne. 

Ye  Britijh  Lands  rejoice, 
Here  he  reveals  his  word; 
We  are  not  left  to  nature's  voice, 
To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

His  ftatutes  and  commands 
Are  fet  before  our  eyes; 
He  puts  his  gofpel  in  our  hands, 
Where  our  falvation  lies. 

His  laws  are  juft  and  pure, 
His  truth  without  deceit; 
His  promifes  for  ever  fure, 
And  his  rewards  are  great. 

7  Not 
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7  Not  honey  to  the  tafte 
Affords  fo  much  delight, 

Nor  gold  that  has  the  furnace  pail, 
So  much  allures  the  fight. 

8  While  with  my  lips  I  ling 
Thy  wondrous  works  and  ways, 

Let  my  whole  heart  its  homage  bring, 
And  my  whole  life  be  praife. 


PSALM   XIX.     Second  Part.     Short  Metre. 

God's  Word  moft    excellent ;    or,   Sincerity  and 
Watchfulnefs. 

For  the  Lord's  Day  Morning. 

i       BEHOLD  the  morning  fun, 
Begins  his  glorious  way ; 
His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run, 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

i       But  where  the  gofpel  comes, 
It  fpreads  diviner  light ; 
It  calls  dead  finners  from  their  tombs. 
And  gives  the  blind  their  fight. 

3  How 
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How  perfe£t  is  thy  word! 
And  all  thy  judgments  juft: 
For  ever  fure,  thy  promife,  Lord, 
And  men  fecurely  truft. 

My  gracious  God,  how'  plain 
Are  thy  directions  giv'n! 
O  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  path  to  heav'n. 

PAUSE. 

.   I  hear  thy  word  with  love, 

Aflift  me  to  obey; 
And  let  no  bold  temptation  move 

My  feet  again  to  ftray. 

But  which  of  us  can  find, 
How  oft,  alas!  we  fall? 
Lord  cleanfe  from  fecret  fins,  my  mind; 
Thine  eye  beholds  them  all. 

Let  no  prefumptuous  crime 
Dominion  o'er  me  have; 
In  ev'ry  place,  at  ev'ry  time, 


From  oreat  tranforefTion  fave. 


8  My 
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8       My  homage  while  I  raife, 

Great  God,  with  heart  fincere^ 
Accept  the  facrince  of  praife. 
The  fupplication  hear. 


PSALM     XIX.       Long  Metre. 


& 


'the  Booh  of  Nature  and  of  Scripture  compared  -, 
or,  The  Glory  and  Succefs  of  the  Gofpel. 

i  THE  heav'ns  declare  thy  glory,  Lord, 
In  ev'ry  ftar  thy  wifdom  fhines  j 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  changing  feafons,  day  and  night, 
Thy  pow'r  and  providence  confefs; 
But  that  bled  volume  brings  to  light, 
Thy  grace,  and  truth,  and  righteoufnefs. 

3  The  circling  fun  conveys  thy  praife 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  ftands  -} 
So  has  thy  truth  its  chearing  rays, 
Diffus'd  to  widely  diflant  lands. 

4  Nor 
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4  Nor  fhall  thy  fpreading  gofpel  reft, 
'Till  thro'  the  world  thy  truth  has  run; 
Till  Chrift  has  all  the  nations  bleft, 
That  fee  the  light,  or  feel  the  fun. 

5  Soon  may  that  glorious  morning  rife, 
And  fill  the  earth  with  heav'nly  light; 
Thy  gofpel  makes  the  fimple  wife ; 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right* 

S  Thy  nobleft  wonders  here  we  view 
In  fouls  renew'd,  and  fins  forgiv'n: 
Lord,  cleanfe  my  fins,  my  foul  renew, 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heav'n; 


PSALM  XIX.    To  the  Tune  of  the  113th  Pfalm; 
'The  Book  of  Nature  and  of  Scripture. 

i  GREAT  God,  the  heav'ns  well-order'dframe^ 
Declares  the  glories  of  thy  name  -, 

There  thy  rieh  works  of  wonder  fhine, 
A  thoufand  flarry  beauties  there, 
A  thoufand  radiant  marks  appear, 
Of  boundlefs  pow'r  and  {kill  divine. 

2  From 
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2  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night, 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  light, 

Lectures  of  heav'nly  wifdom  read. 
With  pow'rful  eloquence  they  raife 
Our  thoughts  to  their  Creator's  praife, 

And  neither  found  nor  language  need. 

3  Yet  their  divine  inftruclions  run3 
Far  as  the  journies  of  the  fun, 

And  reafon  hears  their  glorious  voice : 
The  fun  in  robes  of  fplendour  dreft, 
Breaks  from  the  chambers  of  the  earl, 

Rolls  round>  and  makes  the  earth  rejoice 

4  Where  e'er  his  chearing  beams  he  fheds, 
Thy  name,  O  Lord,  he  widely  fpreads, 

And  calls  the  nations  to  thy  praife : 
Thy  glories  through  creation  fhine. 
Our  fouls  confefs  the  work  divine, 

And  fongs  of  pious  homage  raife. 

P     A     U     S     E. 

5  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word; 
What  light  and  joy  thofe  leaves  afford 

To 
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To  fouls  benighted  and  diftreft ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way; 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  ftray, 

Thy  promife  leads  my  heart  to  reft. 

5  Thy  threat'nings  wake  my  flumb'ring  eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies; 

While  gofpel  truth,  and  grace  divine, 
Infpire  my  heart  with  filial  love, 
Exalt,  and  fix,  my  hopes  above, 

And  make  my  willing  fpirit  thine. 

1  From  the  difcov'ries  of  thy  law, 
The  perfect  rules  of  life  I  draw; 

Thefe  are  my  ftudy  and  delight. 
Not  honey  fo  invites  the  tafte, 
Nor  gold  that  hath  the  furnace  paft, 
*    Appears  fo  pleafmg  to  the  fight. 

I  My  God,  thofe  fecret  faults  reveal, 
Which  blind  felf-love  may  yet  conceal, 
And  from  prefumptuous  fins  reftrain: 
Thus  taught  to  ufe  thy  word  I'll  raife 
A  livelier  fong  of  grateful  praife, 
That  I  have  read  it  not  in  vain. 

D  ■  ,         PSALM 
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PSALM    XX.      Long  Metre. 
Prayer  and  Hope  of  Viftory.  . 

For  a  Day  of  Prayer  in  Time  of  War. 

i  NOW  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  grace 
Attend  his  people's  humble  cry ! 
Britain  hath  finn'd,  but  feeks  thy  face, 
And  lifts  the  penitential  eye. 

a  Whilft  o'er  that  guilt  each  bofom  fighs 
Which  only  from  thy  favour  parts, 
Let  grace  accept  the  facrifice 
Of  broken  and  of  contrite  hearts. 

3  Thou  cand  from  every  foe  defend, 
Without  thee  all  our  glory  falls ; 
O  thou  Supreme,  in  mercy  fend 
Succour  and  ftrength  when  Britain  calls* 

4  Some  trufl  in  horfes  train'd  for  war, 
On  thee  alone  our  fouls  rely; 
Thine  is  the  vi&'ry,  thine  the  pow'r, 
Lord,  let  thy  gracious  aid  be  nigh* 

$  In 
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5  In  thy  falvation  is  our  hope, 
And  in  thy  name,  almighty  God, 
Our  troops  fhall  lift  their  banners  up, 
Our  navies  fpread  their  flags  abroad. 

6  Not  of  our  fleets  we  make  our  boaft, 
Nor  in  our  armies  fafety  lies; 

From  thee,  the  Sov'reign  Lord  of  hods, 
Our  fureft  expectations  rife. 

7  Now  fave  us,  Lord,  from  flavifh  fear; 
Now  let  our  hope  be  firm  and  ftrong, 
'Till  thy  falvation  fhall  appear, 

And  joy  and  triumph  raife  the  fong. 


PSALM  XXII.  The  Second  Part.  Common  Metre, 
Chrift'j-  Sufferings  and  Kingdom. 


(C 


1  NOW  in  the  hour  of  deep  diftrefs 

<c  My  God  fupport  thy  fon ; 
"  When  horrors  dark  my  foul  opprefs, 

"  O  leave  me  not  alone." 

D  2  a  Thus 
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i  Thus  did  our  fufP ring  Saviour  pray, 
With  mighty  cries  and  tears. 
God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  day, 
And  chas'd  away  his  fears. 

3  Great  was  the  vicYry  of  his  death, 

His  throne  exalted  Hands; 
And  all  the  kindreds  of  the  earth 
Muft  bow  to  his  commands. 

4  A  num'rous  offspring  mail  arife 

From  his  expiring  groans; 
They  fhall  be  reckon'd,  in  his  eyes, 
For  daughters  and  for  fons. 
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In  paths  of  truth  his  word  mall  guide 
The  meek  and  humble  mind; 

And  all  that  in  his  ways  abide, 
Eternal  life  fhall  find. 
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PSALM    XXIII.       Long  Metre. 

God  our  Shepherd, 

[  MY  fhepherd  is  the  living  Lord  : 
My  wants  fhall  all  be  well  fupply'd. 
His  providence  and  holy  word 
Will  be  my  fafety  and  my  guide. 

1  In  paftures  where  falvation  grows 
He  makes  me  feed,  he  makes  me  reft; 
There  living  water  gently  flows, 
And  all  the  food's  divinely  bleft. 

3  My  wand'ring  feet  his  ways  miftake, 
But  he  reftores  my  foul  to  peace; 
And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake, 
In  the  fair  paths  of  rightdbuthefs. 

4.  In  all  my  dark  and  painful  fcenes, 
Thou  art  my  comfort,  thou  my  ftay; 
Thy  ftaff  my  feeble  fteps  fuftains, 
Thy  word  directs-  my  doubtful  way. 

D  3  s  Tho> 
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5  Tho*  I  walk  thro'  the  gloomy  vale, 
Where  death  and  all  its  terrors  are, 
My  heart  and  hope  fhall  never  fail, 
For  God  my  fhepherd's  with  me  there. 

6  Surely  the  mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  houfhold  all  their  days; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  word, 
To  feek  his  face,  and  nng  his  praife. 
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PSALM    XXIII.      Common  Metre. 

I  MY  fhepherd  will  fupply  my  need, 
Jehovah  is  his  name; 
In  paftures  frefh  he  makes  me  feed, 
Befide  the  living  dream. 

£  He  brings  my  wand'ring  fpirit  back, 
When  I  forfake  his  ways; 
And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake, 
In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

3  When 
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j  When  I  walk  thro'  the  mades  of  death, 
Thy  prefence  is  my  flay; 
A  word  of  thy  reviving  breath, 
Drives  all  my  fears  away. 

\.  Thy  hand  preferves  me  from  my  foes, 
And  well  my  table  fpreads; 
The  peace  and  hope  my  bofom  knows 
Thy  blefTed  gofpel  frieds. 

5;  On  thee  my  cares  I  humbly  caft, 
And  truft  thy  faithfulnefs  : « 
The  goodnefs  that  has  crown'd  the  pad 
My  future  days  will  blefs. 

5  Thy  houfe  I'll  make  my  fettled  reft, 
While  others  go  and  come; 
No  more  a  ftranger,  or  a  gueft, 
But  like  a  child  at  home. 

1  There  will  I  feek  thy  face,  my  God, 
And  better  learn  thy  ways; 
Till  heav'n  at  length  be  my  abode, 
And  all  my  worfhip,  praife. 

PSALM 
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PSALM    XXIII.      Short  Metre. 

1  THE  Lord  my  fhepherd  is, 
I  fhall  be  well  fupply'd; 

Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  befide  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heav'nly  paflure  grows; 

And,  like  a  river,  where  his  grace 
That  brings  falvation,  flows. 

3  When  I  have  gone  aftray 
His  mercy  did  not  ceafe; 

But  calPd  me  back  from  error's  way 
To  righteoufnefs  and  peace. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear; 

Tho'  I  fhould  walk  thro'  death's  dark  fhade. 
My  fhepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  He 
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He  gives  my  daily  food, 
He  faves  when  dangers  rife; 
And  adds  to  all  my  prefent  good, 
The  hope  of  future  joys. 

The  bounties  of  thy  love, 
Shall  crown  my  folPwing  days; 
Nor  from  thy  houfe  will  I  remove, 
Nor  ceafe  to  fpeak  thy  praife. 


PSALM    XXIV.      Common  Metre. 
Dwelling  with  God. 

THE  earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's, 

With  Adam's  num'rous  race; 
He  rais'd  its  arches  o'er  the  floods, 

And  built  it  on  the  feas. 

But  who  among  the  fons  of  men, 

May  vifit  thine  abode  ? 
He  that  has  hands  from  mifchief  clean, 

Whofe  heart  is  right  with  God. 

3  This 
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3  This  is  the  man  may  rife,  and  take 

The  bleflings  of  his  grace: 

This  is  the  lot  of  thofe  that  feek 

Their  great  Creator's  face. 

4  Now  let  our  fouls  prepare  to  meet 

Their  God  with  holy  fear ; 
Be  earthly  things  beneath  our  feet. 
The  King  of  glory's  near. 

5  The  King  of  glory !  who  can  tell 

The  wonders  of  his  might  ? 
He  rules  the  nations  -,  but  to  dwell 
With  faints,  is  his  delight. 


PSALM    XXIV.      Long  Metre. 

Saints  dwell  in  Heaven  -3  or,  ChriftV  Afcenfion 

I  THE  earth  is  thine,  almighty  Lord, 
It  owes  its  being  to  thy  word ; 
And  all  that  it  contains  is  thine, 
Form'd  and  upheld  by  pow'r  divine. 

2V  Rais! 
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Rais'd  on  the  floods,  at  thy  command, 
Firm  does  the  won'drous  fabric  ftand ; 
And,  filPd  with  various  good,  thy  grace, 
Hath  giv'n  it  for  our  dwelling  place. 

But  there's  a  brighter  world  on  high, 
Thy  palace,  Lord,  above  the  fky : 
Who  fhall  afcend  that  bleft  abode, 
And  dwell  fo  near  their  maker,  God  ? 

They  that  abhor  and  fear  to  fin, 
Whofe  hearts  are  pure,  whofe  hands  are  clean, 
Them  fhall  their  God  and  Father  blefs, 
And  give  them  crowns  of  righteoufnefs, 

Thefe  are  the  truly  pious  rate, 
Who  only  feek  aright  thy  face; 
And  they,  my  God,  thy  face  fhall  fee* 
And  dwell  eternally  with  thee* 
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PSALM    XXV.       Tb*  Firfl  Part. 

Waiting  for  Pardon  and  Direffion. 

i       TO  God  I  lift  my  foul, 

And  raife  my  hands  in  pray'r ; 
Lord,  make  my  broken  fpirit  whole, 
And  fave  me  from  defpair. 

2  From  the  firft  dawning  light, 
'Till  the  dark  ev'ning  rife, 

For  thy  falvation,  Lord,  I  wait 
With  ever-longing  eyes. 

3  Remember  all  thy  grace, 
And  lead  me  in  thy  truth ; 

Forgive  the  fins  of  riper  days, 
And  follies  of  my  youth. 

4  The  Lord  is  ever  kind ; 

The  meek  fhall  learn  his  ways; 
And  ev'ry  contrite  fmner  find 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 


S  Th 
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:       Thy  blefled  mercy-feat 
My  refuge.  Lord,  I  make; 
Forgive  me  though  my  guilt  be  great, 
For  thy  own  goodnefs  fake. 


SALM  XXVII.      PirJiPart.  Common  Metre. 

The  Church  is  our  Delight  and  Safety. 

:  THE  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light, 
And  my  falvation  too ; 
God  is  my  flrength,  nor  will  I  fear 
What  feeble  man  can  do. 

i  One  privilege  my  heart  defires  : 
O  grant  me  an  abode 
Among  the  churches  of  thy  faints, 
The  temples  of  my  God. 

!  There  fhall  I  offer  my  requefts, 
And  fee  thy  glory  frill; 
Shall  hear  thy  meffages  of  love> 
And  learn  thy  holy  will 

E  4  By 
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4  By  fuch  communion  with  the  Lord, 

My  faith  and  hope  increafe; 
And  as  I  know  and  love  thee  more, 
The  firmer  is  my  peace. 

5  Ye  groundlefs  terrors  then  be  gone, 

My  confidence  is  here; 
The  man  who  truly  fears  his  God 
Should  know  no  other  fear. 


PSALM  XXVII.   Second  Part.  Com.  Metre, 

Prayer  and  Hope* 

I  SOON  as  I  heard  my  Father  fay, 
Cf  Te  children  Jeek  my  grace  " 
My  heart  reply'd  without  delay, 
"  Til  Jeek  my  Father's  face." 

%  Let  not  thy  face  be  hid  from  me, 
Nor  turn  my  pray'r  away  -, 
My  God  I  fly  alone  to  thee, 
In  each  diftreffing  day, 

3  Shoulc 
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j  Should  friends  and  kindred,  near  and  dear, 
Abandon  me,  or  die, 
The  Lord,  my  helper,  will  be  near, 
And  all  my  wants  fupply. 

4.  My  foul  had  funk  beneath  its  grie£ 
If  I  had  not  believ'd, 
To  fee  thy  grace  provide  relief; 
Nor  was  my  hope  deceiv'd. 

5  Wait  on  the  Lord,  and  banifh  fear, 
For  in  the  time  of  need, 
His  grace  your  finking  hearts  will  chear, 
And  all  your  hopes  exceed. 


P  S  A  L.M    XXIX.      Long  Metre. 

Storm  and  'Thunder* 

l  GIVE  to  the  Lord,  ye  princes,  give 
The  glory  due  unto  his  might, 
His  name  adore  by  whom  you  live, 
And  own  you're  nothing  in  his  fight. 

E  2  2  The 
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2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  pow'r  aloud. 
O'er  die  vaft  ocean  and  the  land ; 
His  voice  divides  the  wat'ry  cloud, 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 

3  Fie  fpeaks,  and  howling  tempeds  rife, 
And  lay  the  foreds  bare  around ; 
The  Merced  beads  with  piteous  cries, 
Confefs  the  terror  of  the  found. 

4  His  thunders  rend  the  vaulted  ikies, 
And  palaces  and  temples  fhakej 
The  mountains  tremble  at  the  noile, 
The  vallies  roar,  the  defer ts  quake. 

5  When  nations  funk  beneath  the  Mood, 
He  pour'd  the  torrents  from  his  hand  $     > 
In  robes  of  judice  clad,  he  dood, 

And  bade  them  roll  o'er  ev'ry  land. 

6  But  who  can  all  his  greatnefs  tell, 
Heav'n,  earth,  and  fea's  eternal  king! 
Yet  with  his  faints  he  loves  to  dwell, 
And  they  his  aweful  glories  fing. 

7  They 
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They  fee  no  terrors  in  his  name, 
But  in  their  God  a  Father  find ; 
The  voice  that  fhakes  all  nature's  frame, 
Speaks  comfort  to  the  pious  mind. 


PSALM    XXX.     FirJIPart.   Long  Metre. 

Sicknefs  healed,  and  Sorrow  removed, 

[  I'LL  raife,  O  Lord,  thy  praifes  high, 
At  thy  command  difeafes  fly ; 
Who  but  my  God  can  fpeak,  and  fave, 
From  the  dark  borders  of  the  grave? 

2  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  his, 
And  tell  how  large  his  goodnefs  is : 
Let  all  your  pow'rs  rejoice  and  blefs, 
While  you  record  his  faithfulnefs. 

3  His  anger  but  a  moment  flays ; 
His  love  is  life,  and  length  of  days; 
Tho'  grief  and  tears  the  night  employ ; 
The  morning  ftar  redores  the  joy. 

E3  PSALM 
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PSALM  XXX.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Health,  Sicknefs,  and  Recovery. 

i  FIRM  was  my  health,  my  day  was  bright, 
And  I  prefum'd  'twould  ne'er  be  night: 
Fondly  I  faid  within  my  heart, 
<c  Pleafure  and  pace  Jh  all  ne'er  depart" 

2  Prefumptuous  thought  of  foolifh  man, 
Which  takes  not  God  into  its  plan ! 
His  face  my  God  was  pleas'd  to  hide, 
My  health  was  gone,  my  comforts  dy'd. 

3  Corrected  by  a  father's  rod, 

I  cry'd  aloud  to  thee,  my  God; 
"  Deep  in  the  dud  can  I  declare 
cc  Thy  truth,  or  fing  thy  goodnefs  there  ? 

4  "  Hear  me,  O  God  of  grace,  I  faid, 

u  And  bring  me  from  among  the  dead  5" 
Thy  Word  rebuk'd  the  pains  I  felt, 
Thy  pard'ning  love  remov'd  my  guilt. 

5  My 
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My  groans  are  turn'd  to  praife;  mine  eye 
Sheds  only  tears  of  grateful  joy ; 
I  throw  my  fackcloth  on  the  ground, 
And  eafe  and  gladnefs  gird  me  round. 

My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame, 
Shall  ne'er  forget  to  blefs  thy  name; 
Thy  praife  fhall  found  thro'  earth  and  heav-'n, 
For  ficknefs  heal'd,  and  fins  forgiv'n. 


PSALM     XXXII.     Short  Metre. 

Forgivenefs  of  Sin  upon  Confeffion. 

O  BLESSED  fouls  are  they, 
Whofe  fins  are  cover'd  o'er ! 
Divinely  bleft,  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  guilt  no  more ! 

They  mourn  their  follies  pail, 
And  learn  thy  name  to  fear- 
Their  tempers  chang'd,  their  lives  reform'd, 
Shall  prove  their  hearts  fincere. 

3  While 
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3  While  I  conceal'd  my  guilt, 
I  felt  the  fefl'ring  wound ; 

But  when  acknowledged,  and  renounced, 
I  peace  and  pardon  found, 

4  Let  finners  learn  to  pray, 

Let  faints  keep  near  the  throne ; 
Our  help,  in  times,  of  deep  diftrefs, 
Is  found  in  God  alone. 


'PSALM   XXXIII.     FirfiPart.     Com.  Metre 
Works  of  Creation  and  Providence, 

i  REJOICE,  ye  righteous,  in  the  Lord, 
This  work  belongs  to  you  : 
Sing  of  his  name,  his  ways,  his  word, 
How  holy,  juit,  and  true ! 

1  His  mercy  and  his   righteoufnefs, 
Let  heav'n  and  earth  proclaim ; 
His  works  of  nature,  and  of  grace, 
Reveal  his  wond'rous  name. 

3  His 
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His  wifdom  and  almighty  word, 
The  world's  foundation  laid; 

And,  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 
The  heav'nly  hofls  were  made. 

He  bade  the  mighty  waters  flow 

To  their  appointed  deep; 
The  feas  their  deftin'd  limits  know, 

And  their  own  ftation  keep. 

Ye  tenants  of  the  fpacious  earth, 

Withsfear  before  him  {land: 
He  fpake,  and  nature  took  its  birth, 

And  refts  on  his-  command. 

In  vain  would  all  creation  rage 

Againfl  his  lead  defign : 
In  ev'ry  world,  through  ev'ry  age, 

Stands  the  whole  will  divine, 
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PSALM  XXXIII.  Astheii3thPfaIm.  FirftPar 
Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 

i  Y  E  holy  fouls,  in  God  rejoice, 
Your  Maker's  praife  becomes  your  voice : 

Great  is  your  theme,  your  fongs  be  new 
Sing  of  his  name,  his  word,  his  ways, 
His  works  of  nature,  and  of  grace, 

How  wife  and  holy,  juft  and  true ! 

1  Juftice  and  truth  he  ever  loves, 

And  the  whole  earth  his  goodnefs  proves, 

His  word  its  firm  foundations  laid : 
And  by  the  orders  of  his  mouth, 
Wide  as  they  fhine  from  north  to  fouth, 

Were  all  the  flarry  armies  made. 

3  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  fea, 
Whofe  proudeft  waves  his  laws  obey, 

In  the  vaft  ftorehoufe  of  the  deep : 
He  fpake,  and  gave  all  nature  birth, 
And  winds  and  waters,  heav'n,  and  earth, 

His  everlafting  orders  keep. 


Let 
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Mortals  be  humble,  and  adore: 
His  righteous  will  oppofe  no  more, 

Nor  dare  indulge  your  feeble  rage : 
Vain  are  your  thoughts,  and  weak  your  hands, 
But  his  eternal  counfel  ftands, 

And  rules  the  world  from  age  to  age. 


SALM   XXXIV.     FirJiPart.    Long  Metre. 

id's  Care  of  good  Men :    or,  Deliverance  by 
Prayer* 

LORD,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  days; 
Thy  praife  fhall  dwell  upon  my  tongue  % 
My  foul  fhall  glory  in  thy  grace, 
While  faints  rejoice  to  hear  the  fong* 

Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me  -, 
Come,  let  us  all  exalt  his  name ; 
Oft  have  I  fought  my  God,  and  he 
Has  not  expos'd  my  hope  to  fhame. 

3  I  told 
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3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  grief, 

My  fecret  groaning  reach'd  his  ears ; 
He  gave  my  inward  pains  relief. 
And  calm'd  the  tumult  of  my  fears. 

4  To  him  the  poor  lift  up  their  eyes, 
He  makes  each  face  with  gladnefs  fhine; 
A  beam  of  mercy  from  the  Ikies, 

Fills  them  with  light  and  joy  divine. 

5  His  angels  pitch  their  tents  around 
The  men  that  love  and  ferve  the  Lord ; 
Firm  let  your  hopes,  ye  faints,  be  found •> 
Tafle  of  his  grace,  and  truft  his  word. 


PSALM  XXXIV.    Second  Part.    Com.  Metre 
Exhortations  to  Peace  and  Holinefs. 

i  COME,  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord ; 
And  that  your  days  be  long, 
Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  word, 
Be  found  upon  your  tongue* 

2  Depar 
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Depart  from  inifchief,  practife  love; 

Purfue  the  works  of  peace ; 
So  fhall  the  Lord  your  ways  approve, 

Your  pureft  joys  increafe. 

The  Lord  beholds,  and  loves  the  juft, 

His  ears  attend  their  cry  3 
In  him  their  fouls  may  always  trufl, 

For  he  is  always  nigh. 

Though  bitter  forrows  they  may  tafte, 

And  long  arliidtion  know; 
The  Lord,  who  gives  them  heav'n  at  lad, 

Is  their  fupport  below. 

In  danger's  hour,  though  finners  faint, 

And  fee  no  fhelter  near; 
God  is  a  refuge  for  the  faint,, 

And  diffipate-s  his  fear* 

When  judgment's  aweful  day  fhall  come, 

And  all  the  wicked  die; 
The  Lord  will  take  his  fervants  home, 

To  endlefs  life  and  joy. 

F  •      PSALM 
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PSALM    XXXVI.      Long  Metre. 

The  Perfeffions  and  Providence  of  God, 

i  HIGH  in  the  heav'ns,  eternal  God ! 
Thy  goodnefs  in  full  glory  Ihines ; 
Thy  truth  fhall  break  thro'  ev'ry  cloud 
That  veils  and  darkens  thy  defigns. 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  juftice  ftands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep; 
Wife  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large, 
Both  man  and  beaft  thy  bounty  fhare ; 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 
But  faints  are  thy  peculiar  care. 

4  My  God  !  how  excellent  thy  grace* 
Whence  all  our  confolation  fpringsj 
Our  hope  in  trouble  there  we  place, 
And  feek  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings. 

5Th 
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The  living  bread  thy  houfe  bellows, 
Shall  yield  our  fouls  a  fweet  repaftj 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flows, 
And  brings  falvation  to  our  tafte. 

life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  freey 
Springs  from  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lordj 
And  in  thy  prefence  we  mall  fee 
The  glories  promis'd  in  thy  word. 


PSALM    XXXVI.      Common  Metre. 

V affiled '  Atheifm  expofed-,    or,  The  Being  and 
Attributes  of  God  afferted. 

THE  glories,  Lord,  thy  works  proclaim, 

Our  pious  wonder  raife; 
Thy  word  dill  more  reveals  thy  name, 

And  elevates  our  praife. 

The  num'rous  worlds  thy  hands  have  made, 

Thy  pow'r  almighty  teach; 
The  plans  thy  forming  wifdom  laid 

Through  endlefs  ages  reach. 

F  2  3  Thy 
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3  Thy  righteoufnefs  maintains  its  throne, 

Tho'  mountains  fink  to  dull; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  deep  unknown. 
But  they  are  always  juft. 

4  Thy  mercies  far  beyond  the  rounds 

Of  earth  and  heav'n  extend : 
Thy  truth  out-lives  the  narrow  bounds, 
Where  time  and  nature  end. 

5  Safety  to  man  thy  goodnefs  brings, 

Nor  overlooks  the  beaftj 
Beneath  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings, 
Thy  children  chufe  to  reft. 

6  From  thee,  when  creature  ftreams  run  low 

And  mortal  comforts  die, 
Perpetual  fprings  of  life  fhall  flow, 
And  raife  our  pleafures  high. 

7  Tho'  all  created  light  decay, 

And  death  dole  up  our  eyes, 
Thy  prefence  makes  eternal  day 
Where  clouds  can  never  rife. 

PSALJV 
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5 ALM  XXXVII.    Third  Part.    Common  Metre. 
be  Way  and  End  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked, 

MY  God,  the  fteps  of  pious  men 

Are  order'd  by  thy  will; 
Opprefs'd  a  while,  they  rife  again, 

Thy  hand  fupports  them  ftill. 

The  Lord  delights  to  fee  their  ways, 

Their  virtues  he  approves : 
He'll  ne'er  deprive  them  of  his  grace, 

Nor  leave  the  men  he  loves. 

{  The  heav'nly  heritage  is  theirs, 
Their  portion  and  their  home: 
He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  heirs 
Of  bleflings  long  to  come. 

\  Envy  no  wicked  man  his  gain, 
Nor  tremble  at  his  pow'r; 
All  fhall  confefs  his  boafangs  vain, 
In  retribution's  hour. 

F3  PAUSE. 
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PAUSE. 

5  The  haughty  Tinner  have  I  feen, 

JvTor  fearing  man  nor  God, 
Like  a  tall  bay-tree  fair  and  green, 
Spreading  his  arms  abroad  \ 

6  And  lo,  he  vanifh'd  from  the  ground, 

Deftroy'd  by  hands  unfeen; 
Nor  root,  nor  branch,  nor  leaf  was  found, 
Where  all  that  pride  had  been.  *. 

7  But  mark  the  man  of  righteoufnefs, 

His  fev'ral  fteps  attend  -, 
True  pleafure  runs  thro'  all  his  ways, 
And  peaceful  is  his  end. 


PSALM  XXXIX.    Second  Part.  Common  Metre. 
Fhe  Vanity  of  Man  as  mortal. 

i  O  THOU  from  whom  my  being  came. 
Teach  me  to  know  my  ends 
And  to  the  frailty  of  my  frame 
Diipoie  me  to  attend. 

2  Our 
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Our  age  is  nothing  in  thy  fight, 

Our  utmoft  boaft  a  fpan; 
In  his  bed  (late,  when  meafur'd  right, 

All  vanity  is  man. 

See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move, 

Like  fhadows  o'er  the  plain ; 
They  rage  and  drive,  defire  and  love, 

But  all  the  noife  is  vain. 

Some  walk  in  honour's  gaudy  fhow, 

Some  dig  for  golden  ore ; 
They  toil  for  heirs,  they  cannot  know, 

And  {trait  are  feen  no  more. 

And  fhall  I  feek  for  blifs  again, 
From  creatures,  earth,  and  dud? 

They  make  our  expectations  vain, 
And  difappoint  our  truft. 

The  fruitlefs  fearch  no  more  be  mine, 

Such  hopes  I  now  recall; 
An  earthly  portion  I  refign, 

And  make  my  God  my  all. , 

PSALM 
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PSALM  XXXIX.    Third  Part.    Common  Met] 

Sick-bsd  Devotion  ;  or,  Pleading  without  repnin\ 

i  GOD  of  my  life,  to  thee  is  known 
The  greatnefs  of  my  pain ; 
But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  throne, 
Nor  of  thy  will  complain. 

i  Difeaies  are  thy  fervants,  Lord, 
They  come  at  thy  command : 
Nor  v/ill  I  fpeak  one  murm'ring  word, 
Againft  thy  chafl'ning  hand. 

3  Yet  with  a  humble  heart  I  may 

Implore  the  grace  divine; 
(C  Remove,  if  right,  thy  flroke  away,, 
"If  not,  thy  will  be  mine." 

4  No  beauty  thy  rebuke  can  (land, 

And  all  our  ftrength  is  vain  -, 
Crufh'd  as  a  moth  beneath  thy  hand, 
We  fink  to  dud  again. 

5  n 
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I'm  but  a  fojourner  below, 

As  all  my  fathers  were; 
May  I  be  well  prepai'd  to  go. 

When  I  the  fummons  hear. 

But  if  a-while  thy  goodnefs  fpare 

My  life  e'er  I  remove, 
My  lips  thy  praifes  fhall  declare; 

My  heart  adore  thy  love. 


S  A  L  M   XL.     Firft  Part.     Common  Metre. 
A  Song  of  Deliverance  from  great  Diftrefs. 

I  WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord, 

He  bow'd  to  hear  my  cry: 
He  faw  me  refting  on  his  word, 

And  brought  falvation  nigh. 

Sunk  in  the  depths  of  fore  diftrefs, 

And  all  my  ftruggles  vain  3 
When  human  hope  feem'd  daily  lefs, 

He  rais'd  me  up  again. 

3  Firm 
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3  Firm  on  a  rock  he  made  me  (land. 

And  taught  my  chearful  tongue, 
To  praife  the  wonders  of  his  hand, 
In  a  new  thankful  fong. 

4  I'll  fpread  his  works  of  grace  abroad  -, 

The  faints  with  joy  mail  hear, 
And  finners  learn  to  make  my  God, 
Their  only  hope  and  fear. 

5  What  mercies  fill  my  wond'ring  view  ! 

How  many,  and  how  great! 
Life  is  too  fhort,  and  words  too  few^ 
Their  numbers  to  repeat. 

6  Whate'er  diftrefs  again  I  know, 

With  hope  I'll  never  part, 
Since  God  beholds  my  ev'ry  woe, 
And  bears  me  on  his  heart. 


PS-ALR 
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PSALM     XLI.       Long  Metre. 

lharity  to  the  Poor;  or,  Pity  to  the  Afflifted. 

BLEST  is  the  man  whofe  pious  mind 
Delights  to  do  his  Maker's  will; 
Like  him  is  holy,  juft  and  kind, 
And  feeks  to  be  more  like  him  ftill. 

His  foul  by  fympathizing  love, 
Feels  what  his  fellow-men  endure ; 
The  poor  his  tend'reft  pity  move, 
And  find  his  beft  affiftance  fure. 

Firm  fhall  his  bofom's  peace  abide, 
Tho'  dangers  all  his  path  attend ; 
For  God  will  turn  the  flroke  afide, 
Or  equal  confolation  fend* 

And  if  he  languifh  on  his  couch, 
God  will  pronounce  his  fins  forgiv'n ; 
Will  fave  him  with  a  healing  touch, 
Or  take  his  willing  foul  to  heav'n. 


PSALM 
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PSALM   XLII.     Second  Part.     Long  Metrel 

Melancholy  Thoughts  reproved;  or,  Hope  in\ 
Jffliffion. 

i  MY  heart  may  fink  within  me,  Lord, 
But  I  will  call  thy  name  to  mind, 
And  times  of  paft  diftrefs  record, 
When  I  have  found  my  God  was  kind. 

2  Should  troubles,  with  tumultuous  noife, 
Swell  like  a  fea  and  round  me  fpread; 
The  billows  drown  my  earthly  joys, 
And  roll  tremendous  o'er  my  head ; 

3  Yet  will  the  Lord  command  his  love, 
When  I  addrefs  his  throne  by  day ; 
Nor  in  the  night  his  grace  remove. 
The  night  mail  hear  me  fing  and  pray. 

4  I'll  call  myfelf  before  his  throne, 
Who  fees  the  troubles  of  my  ftate* 

His  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  goodnefs  own, 
And  then  for  his  falvation  wait. 
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I'll  chide  my  heart  that  finks  fo  low. 
No  more  my  foul  indulge  thy  grief; 
Hope  in  the  Lord,  and  thou  fhalt  know, 
And  praife  again,  his  kind  relief. 

His  light  and  truth  mail  guide  me  ftill ; 
Comfort'  and  ftrength,  his  word  fupply, 
Till  heav'n  at  length  my  bofom  fill 
With  undifturb'd,  eternal  joy. 


PSALM    XL VI.     Pir/i  Part.    Long  Metre. 

he  Church's  Safety  and  'Triumph  among  national 
Deflations. 

GOD  is  the  refuge  of  his  faints, 
When  ftorms  of  fharp  diftrefs  invade : 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  him  prefent  with  his  aid. 

Let  mountains  from  their  feats  be  hurl'd 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there; 
Convulfions  make  the  folid  world, 
Our  faith  mail  never  yield  to  fear. 

G  .         3  Loud 
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3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar. 
In  facred  peace  our  fouls  abide; 
While  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  fhore, 
Trembles  and  dreads  the  fwelling  tide* 

4  The  doctrine  of  thy  holy  word, 
The  fpirit  calms,  and  fear  controulsj 
Sweet  peace  thy  promifes  afford, 
And  give  new  ftrength  to  fainting  fouls* 

5  Thy  faints  fhall  triumph  in  thy  love, 
Serene  in  ev'ry  threat'ning  hour; 
Nor  can  their  faith's  foundation  move. 
Built  on  thy  faithfulnefs  and  pow'r. 


?  S  A  L  U    XLVII.      Common  Metre. 

(thrift  afc ending  and  reigning. 

1  O  F  O  R  a  fhout  of  facred  joy 
To  God  the  fov'reign  King! 
Let  ev'ry  land  their  tongues  employ, 
And  hymns  of  triumph  fing; 


2    II 
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In  Ifrel  ftood  his  ancient  throne  j 
;  He  lov'd  that  chofen  race ; 
But  now  he  calls  the  world  his  own, 
And  Heathens  tafte  his  grace. 

While  angels  form  new  fongs  of  praife, 
Let  mortals  learn  their  drains : 

And  all  the  earth  new  honours  raife. 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

Rehearfe  his  praife  with  awe  profound; 

Let  knowledge  lead  the  fong; 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  folemn  found, 

Upon  a  thoughtlefs  tongue. 

The  Britifh  ifles  are  thine,  O  Lord, 
There  Abraham's,  God  is  known ; 

Britons,  be  grateful  for  his  word, 
And  bow  before  his  throne. 


G2  -•       PSALM 
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PSALM  XLVIII.     Second  Part.     Short  Metr. 

The  Beauty  of  the  Church  -,    or,   Gofpel  JVorJh 
and  Order. 

i       FAR  as  thy  pow'r  is  known, 
The  world  declares  thy  praife; 
Thy  people.  Lord,  before  thy  throne, 
Their  grateful  homage  raife. 

2  With  holy  joy  they  ftand, 
Where  thou  haft  plac'd  thy  name ; 

Adore  the  wonders  of  thy  hand, 
Thy  works  of  grace  proclaim. 

3  Let  ftrangers  mark  with  care, 
When  faints  attend  thy  word ; 

Or  lift  in  folemn  praife  and  pray'r, 
Their  fpirits  to  the  Lord; 

4  The  orders  of  thy  houfe, 
The  worfhip  of  thy  court, 

The  chearful  fongs,  the  folemn  vows, 
And  make  a  fair  report. 

5  Ho\ 
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How  decent,  and  how  wife  ! 
How  glorious  to  behold ! 
3eyond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes, 
And  rites  adorn'd  with  gold. 

The  God  we  worfhip  now, 
Will  guide  us  till  we  die, 
Will  be  our  God  while  here  below, 
And  ours  above  the  fky. 


PSALM  L.     Second  Part,  Common  Metre. 

Obedience  is  better  than  Sacrifice. 

THUS  faith  the  Lord,  The  fpacious  fields, 
"  And  flocks  and  herds  are  mine  -, 
"  O'er  all  the  cattle  of  the  hills, 
"  I  claim  a  right  divine.* 

cc  I  afk  no  fheep  for  facriflce, 

"  Nor  bullocks  burnt  with  fire ; 

"  Love  and  obedience,  pray'r  and  praife, 

"  Are  all  that  I  require. 

G  3  3  Call 
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3  cc  Call  upon  me.  when  trouble's  near, 
Cf  My  hand  mall  fet  thee  free; 

"  Then  fnall  thy  thankful  lips  declare, 
"  The  honour  due  to  me. 

4  cc  The  man  that  offers  humble  praife, 
cc  Shall  glorify  me  bell : 

"  And  thofe  that  tread  my  holy  ways, 
"  Be  with  falvation  bleft." 


PSALM    L.       Long  Metre. 

HypGcrify  expcfed. 

i  THE  Lord,  the  Judge,  his  churches  warm 
Let  hypocrites  attend  and  fear, 
Who  place  their  hopes  in  rites  and  forms, 
But  make  not  holinefs  their  care. 

1  They  dare  rehearfe  his  facred  name 
With  lips  of  falfehood  and  deceit  > 
A  friend  or  brother  they  defame, 
And  footh  and  flatter  thofe  they  hate. 

3  The; 
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[They  watch  to  do  their  neighbours  wrong, 
|Yet  dare  to  feek  their  Maker's  face  ; 
They  take  his  covenant  on  their  tongue, 
But  break  his  laws,  abufe  his  grace. 

To  heav'n  their  impious  hands  they  raife, 
DefiPd  with  many  a  vicious  (lain, 
By  night  purfue  their  evil  ways, 
By  day  draw  nigh  to  God  again. 

And  while  his  judgments  long  delay, 
They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more; 
They  think  he  fleeps  as  well  as  they, 
And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  hour. 

O  dreadful  hour !   when  God  draws  near, 
And  fets  their  crimes  before  their  eyes ! 
Their  guilt  and  doom  at  once  appear^ 
And  ev'ry  hope  they  cherilhy,  dies. 


PSALM 
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PSALM  L.     To  the  old  proper  Tune. 

The  Laft   Judgment, 

1  THE  God  of  glory  fends  his  fummons  forth, 
Calls  the  South  nations,  and  awakes  the  North  : 
From  Eaft  to  Weft  the  fov'reign  orders  fpread> 
Thro'  diftant  worlds  and  regions  of  the  dead. 

The  trumpet  founds  \  hell  trembles  \  heaven  rejoice 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  chearful  voice 

2  No  more  (hall  atheifts  mock  his  long  delay : 
His  patience  waits  no  more :  behold  the  day  : — 
Behold  !  the  Judge  defcends  ;  his  guards  are  nig! 
Tempeft  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  fky. 

When  GOD  appears,  all  nature  Jhall  adore  hin 
TVhile  firmer s  tremble,  faints  rejoice  before  him, 

3  *  Heav'n,  earth,  and  hell,  draw  near :  let  all  thin; 

come, 
c  To  hear  my  juftice,  and  the  finner's  doom  : 

*  But  gather  firft  my  faints  (the  Judge  command; 

*  Bring  them,  ye  angels,  from  their  diftant  lands. 

Rejoice  ye  good,  wake  ev'ry  chearful  paffion  ; 
And  hail  the  day  which  perfecls  your  falvation. 

4  c  I  ai 
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I  am  no  partial  God  :  the  Greek,  the  Jew 
That  paid  the  antient  worfhip,  or  the  new, 
Workers  of  righteoufnefs,  of  ev'ry  name, 
Different  in  forms,  in  principle  the  fame.' 

AH  of  my  love  partake,  join  all  your  voices, 

And  raif  your  heads,  ye  faints,  for  heaven  rejoices. 

Here  ( faith  the  Lord)  ye  angels,  fpread  their  thrones, 
And  near  me  feat  my  fav'rites  and  my  fons. 
My  children,  come,  pofTefs  the  joys  prepar'd 
Ere  time  began  ;  'tis  your  divine  reward.' 
When  GOD  appears,  wake  ev'ry  chearfulpaffion  , 
And  fiout,  ye  faints,  he  comes  for  your  falvation, 

PAUSE       I. 

c  I  am  the  Lord,  the  one  Almighty  God  ; 

'  I  am  the  Judge :  ye  heav'ns,  proclaim  abroad 

c  My  juft  eternal  fentence,  and  declare 

*  Thofe  aweful  truths,  the  wicked  dread  to  hear.' 

When  GOD  appears,  all  nature  /hall  adore  him; 
While  finners  tremble,  faints  rejoice  before  him. 

c  Stand  forth,  ye  bold  blafphemers,  and  profane, 
i  No  longer  mall  ye  call  my  threat'nings  vain : 
'  Behold  my  terrors  now  ;  my  thunder  rolls, 

*  And  your  own  crimes  o'erwhelm  your  guilty  fouls.' 

Judgment  is  come  \    hell  trembles ;   heaven  rejoices  : 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  chearful  voces. 

'  8  Ye 
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<3  c  Ye  too  who  fpent  in  pious  forms  your  zeal, 

*  And  hop'd  by  thefe  your  vices  to  conceal  j 

*  Ye  hypocrites,  once  drefs'd  in  faints  attire, 
1  Depart:  I  doom  the  hypocrite  to  fire.' 

GOD  is  the  judge  of  hearts,  no  fair  difguifes 
Canfcreen  the  guilty  when  his  jujiice  rifes, 

9  c  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fuff'ring  love  -, 

c  But  did  you  hope  that  I  mould  ne'er  reprove 
c  And  cherifh  fuch  an  impious  thought  within, 
c  That  the  All-holy  would  indulge  your  fin  ?' 
See  GOD  appears,  in  vain  you  now  implore  h, 
Or  Jlruck  with  fpeechlefs  terror.  Jink  before  hin 

10  c  Sinners  awake  betimes,  ye  fools  be  wife, 

*  Awake  before  this  dreadful  morning  rife ; 
c  Now  to  the  offers  mercy  makes  attend, 
c  Cleanfeyour  w hole  hearts,  your  evil  ways  ame: 
'Then  join  the  faints,  and  wake  each  chearful  pajj 
When  GOD  appears,  he  comes  for  your  falvati 
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PSALM   LI.     Fir/I  Part.     Long  Metre. 

A  Penitent  pleading  for  Pardon. 

SHEW  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  repenting  (inner  live: 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  the  contrite  truft  in  thee. 

With  marine  my  num'rous  fins  I  trace, 
Againft  thy  law,  againft  thy  grace  ; 
And  though  my  pray'r  thou  fhouldft  not  heafj 
My  doom  is  juft,  and  thou  art  clear. 


Yet  fave  a  penitent,  O  Lord, 
Whofe  hope  ftill  hov'ring  round  thy  word 
Seeks  for  fome  precious  promife  there, 
Some  fure  fupport  againft  defpair* 


My  fins  are  great,  but  don?t  furpafs, 
The  riches  of  eternal  grace ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 


5  O  v/aih 
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5  O  walh.  my  foul  from  ev'ry  ftain, 
Nor  let  the  guilt  I  mourn  remain; 
Give  me  to  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice, 
And  bid  my  bleeding  heart  rejoice. 

6  Then  fhall  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue, 
Salvation  fhall  be  all  my  long ; 

And  ev'ry.  pow'r  fhall  join  to  blefs 
The  Lord,  my  ftrength  and  righteoufne: 


PSALM    LI.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

i  O  THOU  who  heareft  finners  crv, 
Though  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie, 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  look, 
But  blot  their  mem'r.y  from  thy  book. 

2  Renew  me,  O  my  God,  within, 
And  form  my  foul  averfe  to  fin ; 
Thy  freely  pard'ning  grace  impart, 
And  flied  thy  love  through  all  my  heart, 

3  Thoug 
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Though  I  have  oft  offended,  Lord, 
Thy  hope  and  comfort  ftill  afford, 
And  here  while  proftrate  at  thy  throne, 
I  plead,  and  truft,  thy  grace  alone. 

A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  facrifice  I  bring; 
The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  defpife, 
A  broken  heart  for  facrifice. 

I  cannot  live  without  thy  light, 
Caft  out  and  banifh'd  from  thy  fight  j 
Thy  holy  joys  my  God  reftore, 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  grace  $ 
Sinners  fhall  learn  to  feek  thy  face, 
Forfake  the  evil  ways  they  trod, 
And  love,  and  ferve,  a  pard'ning  God. 


H  PSALM 
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PSALM    LV.       Short  Metre. 

Dangerous  Prosperity  ;    or,  Daily  Devotion  en 

couraged,    . 

1  WHILE  thoughtlefs  Tinners  choofe 
The  road  that  leads  to  death; 

I,  in  the  worfhip  of  my  God, 
Will  fpend  my  daily  breath. 

2  I'll  feek  his  face  as  foon 

As  morning  brings  the  light; 
Implore  his  bleffing  ev'ry  noon, 
And  pay  my  vows  at  night. 

3  Thou  wilt  regard  my  cries, 
My  ever  gracious  God! 

While  finners  find  no  helpers  near, 
When  chaft'ned  by  thy  rod. 

4.       For  while  they  dwell  at  eafe, 
And  no  fad  changes  feel; 
They  neither  fear,  nor  truft,  thy  name, 
Nor  learn  to  do  thy  will. 

5  But 
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j       But  I,  with  all  my  cares, 
Will  lean  upon  the  Lord; 
I'll  caft  my  burdens  on  his  arm, 
And  reft  upon  his  word. 

S       His  arm  fhall  well  fuftain, 
The  children  of  his  love : 
The  ground  on  which  their  fafety  (lands, 
No  earthly  pow'r  can  move. 


mmmMmiMjp^v.*".  •  ■mm 


PSALM    LVII.       Long  Metre. 

Praife  for  Protection,  Grace,  and  Truth, 

:  MY  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  fprings, 
From  which  my  comfort  can  arife, 
I  feek  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings, 
When  gath'ring  clouds  obfcure  the  fkies. 

X  To  heav'n  I  raife  my  fuppliant  eye, 
The  Lord  will  my  defires  perform; 
All  needful  aid  and  ftrength  fupply, 
Or  fave  me  from  the  threatning  ftorm. 

H  2  Ee 
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3  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Above  the  heav'ns,  where  angels  dwell; 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth,  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

4  My  heart  is  nVd ;  my  fong  fhall  raife 
Immortal  honours  to  thy  name: 
Awake  my  tongue,  to  found  his  praife; 
My  tongue !  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

5  High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns, 
And  reaches  to  the  utmoft  fky ; 

His  truth  to  endlefs  years  remains, 
When  lower  worlds  diffolve  and  die. 

6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 
Above  the  heav'ns  where  angels  dwell; 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth,  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 


PSALM 
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PSALM    LXI.       Short  Metre. 
Safety  in  God. 

[       WHEN  overwhelm'd  with  grief, 
My  heart  within  me  dies, 
Helplefs,  and  far  from  all  relief, 
To  heav'n  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

i       O  lead  me  to  the  rock, 

That's  high  above  my  head; 
And  make  the  covert  of  thy  wings, 
My  fhelter,  and  my  fhade. 

]       Within  thy  prefence,  Lord, 
For  ever  Til 'abide; 
Thou  art  the  tow'r  of  my  defence, 
The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

I-      Thou  giveft  me  the  lot, 
Of  thofe  that  fear  thy  name; 
If  endlefs  life  be  their  reward, 
I  fhall  pofTefs  the  fame. 

H3  PSALM 
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PSALM     LXII.      Long  Metre. 

No  tfruft  in  the  Creatures  \  or,  Faith  in  divine 
Grace  and  Power. 

* 

i  MY  fpirit  looks  to  God  alone; 
My  rock  and  refuge  is  his  throne: 
In  all  my  fears,  in  all  my  ftraits, 
My  foul  for  his  falvation  waits. 

2  Truft  him,  ye  faints,  in  all  your  ways, 
Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  face : 
When  helpers  fail,  and  foes  invade, 
God  is  our  all-fufBcient  aid. 

3  To  men  of  low  or  high  degree, 
In  vain  for  refuge  mail  we  flee; 
Laid  in  the  balance,  both  appear 
Light  as  a  puff  of  empty  air. 

4  Make  not  in  creating  gold  your  truft, 
Nor  fet  your  hearts  on  glitt'ring  duft; 
Why  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  fmoke, 
And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpoke  ? 

5  Once 
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5  Once  has  his  aweful  voice  declared, 
Once,  and  again  my  ears  have  heard, 
"  All  pow'r  is  his  eternal  due  3 

Cf  He  muft  be  fear'd,  and  trufted  too." 

6  For  fov'reign  pow'r  reigns  not  alone, 
Juftice  and  mercy  fhare  the  throne  -} 
Thy  juftice  and  thy  mercy,  Lord, 
Shall  well  divide  our  laft  reward. 


PSALM  LXIII.    Firft  Part.    Common  Metre. 
The  Morning  of  a  Lord's  Day, 

1  EARLY,  my  God,  without  delay, 

Thy  children  feek  thy  face  3 

Their  fpirit  faints,  and  dies  away, 

Without  thy  chearing  grace. 

2  They  fee  the  glories  of  thy  love, 

Thro'  all  thy  temple  fhine ; 
Lord,  raife  my  foul  the  world  above, 
And  make  fuch  pleafures  mine. 

3  Not 
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3  Not  all  to  earthly  fpirits  dear, 

Can  fuch  delight  impart, 
As  in  thy  churches  to  appear, 
With  well  attemper'd  heart, 

4  Not  life  with  all  its  valued  joys, 

Would  equal  bleflings  prove; 
Or  raife  To  high  my  chearful  voice, 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

5  Lord,  give  thy  humble  fuppliant  peace, 

And  mould  me  to  thy  will; 
Let  faith,  and  hope,  and  love,  encreafe, 
And  all  my  bofom  fill ; 

6  Then,  till  my  laft  expiring  day, 

I'll  blefs  my  God,  and  King; 
Will  lift  my  hands  and. heart  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  lips  to  fing. 
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PSALM    LXIII.       Long  Metre. 

Longing  after  God;  or,  The  Love  of  God  better 
than  Life, 


i  GREAT  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim  $ 
Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft: 
The  glories  that  compofe  thy  name, 
Confpire  to  make  thy  people  bleft. 

1  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  juft  and  wife, 
Thou  art  my  Father,  and  my  God ! 
And  I  am  thine  by  facred  ties ; 
Thy  fervant  thou  haft  bought  with  blood. 

3  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands, 
To  thee  I  would  for  ever  look; 

As  travellers,  in  thirfty  lands, 
Pant  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 
» 

4  When  in  thy  churches  I  appear 
Among  thy  faints,  and  feek  thy  face; 
Give  me  to  fee  thy  glory  there, 
And  tafte  the  fweetnefs  of  thy  grace. 

5  Not 
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5  Not  all  by  worldly  men  poffefs'd, 
Nor  all  the  joys  our  fenfes  know, 
Could  make  me  fo  divinely  bleft, 
Or  raife  my  chearful  paffions  fo. 

6  My  life  itfelf,  without  thy  love, 
No  lading  pleafure  could  afford  5 
But  would  a  tirefome  burden  prove, 
If  I  were  banifh'd  from  the  Lord, 

7  Amidft  the  wakeful  hours  of  night, 
When  bufy  cares  afflict  my  head, 
One  thought  of  thee  gives  new  delight, 
And  adds  refrefhment  to  my  bed. 

8  I'll  lift  my  hands,  I'll  raife  my  voice, 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praife; 
This  work  ffrall  make. my  heart  rejoice, 
And  fpend  the  remnant  of  my  days. 
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PSALM    LXIII.       Short  Metre, 

Seeking  God. 

MY  God,  permit  my  tongue 
This  joy,  to  call  thee  mine; 
And  let  my  earned  cries  prevail 
To  tafle  thy  love  divine. 

My  foul  unites  its  pow'rs 
Thy  mercy  to  implore ; 
Not  travellers,  in  defert  lands, 
Can  pant  for  water  more. 

When  in  thy  churches,  Lord, 
I  join  to  feek  thy  face; 
Grant  me  thy  glory  to  behold, 
And  feel  thy  quick'ning  grace. 

For  life  without  thy  love, 
No  relifti  can  afford; 
No  joy  can  be  compar'd  with  this, 
To  ferve  and  pleafe  the -Lord.    . 

5  To 
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5  To  thee  I'll  lift  my  hands, 
And  praife  thee  while  I  live; 

Not  all  that  earth  and  fenfe  can  yield, 
So  pure  a  pleafure  give. 

6  In  wakeful  hours  of  night, 
I  call  my  God  to  mind; 

I  think  how  wife  thy  counfels  are, 
And  all  thy  dealings  kind. 

7  Since  thou  haft  been  my  help, 
To  thee  my  fpirit  flies; 

And  on  thy  watchful  providence, 
My  chearful  hope  relies. 

* 

8  The  fhadow  of  thy  wings 
My  foul  in  fafety  keeps: 

I  follow  where  my  father  leads, 
And  he  fupports  my  fteps. 
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>  S  A  L  M    LX V .     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Divine  Providence ',  in  Air>  Earth,  and  Sea, 

THE  God  of  our  falvation  hears, 
The  groans  of  Sion  mix'd  with  tears ; 
Yet  when  he  comes  with  kind  defigns, 
Thro'  all  the  way  his  terror  fhines. 

On  him  the  race  of  man  depends, 
Far  as  the  earth's  remoter!  ends ; 
Where  the  Creator's  name  is  known, 
By  nature's  feeble  light  alone. 

Sailors,  who  travel  o'er  the  flood, 
Addrefs  their  frighted  fouls  to  God ; 
When  tempefls  rage,  and  billows  roar, 
At  dreadful  diflance  from  the  fhore. 

He  bids  -the  noify  tempefls  ceafe ; 
He  calms  the  raging  croud  to  peace, 
WThen  a  tumultuous  nation  raves, 
Wild  as  the  winds,  and  loud  as  waves. 

I  5  Whole 
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5  Whole  kingdoms,  fhaken  by  the  ftorm, 
He  fettles  in  a  peaceful  form  ; 
Mountains  eftablifh'd  by  his  hand, 
Firm  on  their  old  foundations  ftand. 

6  Behold !  his  enfigns  fweep  the  fky, 
New  comets  blaze,  and  light'nings  fly; 
The  Heathen  lands,  with  fwift  furprize, 
From  the  bright  horror  turn  their  eyes. 

P    A    U    S     E. 

7  At  God's  command  the  morning  ray 
Smiles  in  the  Eaft,  and  leads  the  day: 
He  guides  the  fun's  declining  wheels, 
Over  the  tops  of  Weft  em  hills. 

8  Seafons  and  times  obey  his  voice; 
The  ev'ning  and  the  morn  rejoice, 

To  fee  the  earth  made  foft  with  fhow'rs, 
Laden  with  fruit,  and  drefs'd  in  flow'rs. 

9  He,  from  his  wat'ry  {tores  on  high, 
Gives  to  the  thirfty  ground  fupply ; 
He  walks  upon  the  clouds,  and  thence 
Doth  his  enriching  drops  difpenfe. 

io  Th< 
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10  The  defert  grows  a  fruitful  field; 
Abundant  food  the  vallies  yield : 
The  vallies  fhout  with  chearful  voice, 
And  neighboring  hills  repeat  their  joys. 

1 1  The  paftures  fmile  in  green  array ; 
The  lambs  and  larger  cattle  play  5 
The  larger  cattle  and  the  lamb, 

All  in  their  language  praife  his  name. 

12  His  works  pronounce  his  pow'r  divine; 
O'er  ev'ry  field  his  glories  mine: 
Thro'  ev'ry  month  his  gifts  appear; 
Great  God!  thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  year. 


PSALM  LXV.     Firfl  Part.     Common  Metre. 

A  Prayer -hearing  God,  and  the  Gentiles  called. 

1  PRAISE  in  thy  churches  waits  for  thee; 
There  {hall  our  vows  be  paid : 
Thou,  Lord,  wilt  hear  when  mortals  pray, 
And  all  mail  feek  thine  aid. 

I  2  .  2  Lord, 


88  PSALMS. 

1  Lord,  though  iniquities  prevail, 
Yet  pard'ning  grace  is  thine; 
And  thou  wilt  grant  us  powV  and  fkill, 
To  conquer  ev'ry  fin. 

3  Bled  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  chufe, 

To  bring  them  near  thy  face ; 
Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thine  houfe, 
And  fatisfy  with  grace. 

4  In  anfw'ring  what  thy  church  requefts, 

Thy  truth  and  terror  fhine  3 
And  works  of  dreadful  righteoufnefs 
Fulfil  thy  kind  defign. 

5  Thus  fiiall  the  wond'ring  nations  fee 

The  Lord  is  good  and  juft; 
And  diftant  iflands  fly  to  thee, 
And  make  thy  name  their  truft.  . 

6  They  dread  thy  glitt'ring  tokens,  Lord-, 

When  figns  in  heaven  appear ; 
But  they  fhall  learn  thy  holy  word, 
And  love  as  well  as  fear. 

-       PSALM 
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PSALM   LXV.     Second  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

tfhe  Providence  of  God,  in  Air,  Earth,  and  Sea  5 
or,  The  BleJJing  of  Rain. 

1  'TIS  by  thy  ftrength  the  mountains  Hand, 

God  of  eternal  pow'r  ! 
The  fea  grows  calm  at  thy  command, 
The  tempefts  ceafe  to  roar. 

2  Thy  morning  light  and  ev'ning  fhade, 

Succeflive  comforts  bring; 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harveft  glad, 
Thy  flow'rs  adorn  the  fpring. 

3  Bleffings  through  various  channels  pour. 

But  all,  my  God,  are  thine; 
When  clouds  diftil  the  fruitful  fhower, 
The  Author  is  divine. 


4  Thofe  wand'ring  citterns  in  the  fky, 

Borne  by  the  winds  around, 

With  wat'ry  treafures  well  fupply 

The  furrows  of  the  ground. 

I  3  -  5  The 
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5  The  thirfty  ridges  drink  their  fill, 
And  ranks  of  corn  appear ; 
Thy  ways  abound  with  bleflings  ftill, 
Thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  year. 


PSALM  LXV.    Third  Part.    Common  Metre. 
The  Bleflings  of  the  Spring. 

A  Pfalm  for  th6  Hufbandman. 

i  GOOD  is  the  Lord ;  the  heav'nly  King5 
Who  makes  the  earth  his  care ; 
Vifits  the  paftures  ev'ry  fpring, 
And  bids  the  grafs  appear. 

2  The  clouds,  like  rivers  rais'd  on  high, 

Pour  out  at  thy  command 
Their  wat'ry  bleflings  from  the  fky. 
To  chear  the  thirfty  land. 

3  The  foften'd  ridges  of  the  field, 

Permit  the  corn  to  fpringj 

The  vallies  rich  provifion  yield, 

And  the  poor  laborers  fing. 

4  The 
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4  The  little  hills  on  ev'ry  fide, 

Rejoice  at  falling  fhow'rs; 
The  meadows  drefs'd  in  all  their  pride, 
Perfume  the  air  with  flow'rs. 

5  The  barren  clods,  refrefh'd  with  rain, 

Promife  a  joyful  crop  -, 
The  parched  grounds  look  green  again, 
And  raife  the  reaper's  hope. 

6  The  chearful  flocks  fpread  o'er  the  downs, 

Their  fongs  the  fhepherds  raife  3 
The  various  months  thy  goodnefs  crowns  : 
Let  all  thy  goodnefs  praife. 


PSALM    LXVII.       Common  Metre. 

I'he  Nations  Profperity,  and  the  Church's  Increafe, 

I  SHINE,  mighty  God,  on  Britain  fhine, 
With  beams  of  heav'nly  grace ; 
Reveal  thy  pow'r  thro'  all  our  coafts, 
And  fhew  thy  fmiling  face. 

2  Amidft 
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2  Amidft  our  ifle  exalted  high, 

Do  thou  our  glory  ftand ; 
And  like  a  wall  of  guardian  fire, 
Surround  the  favour'd  land. 

3  When  fhall  thy  name,  from  ihore  to  fliore, 

Sound  all  the  earth  abroad, 
And  difbant  nations  know,  and  love/ 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God? 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands, 

Sing  loud  with  folemn  voice ; 
While  Britijh  tongues  exalt  his  praife, 
And  Britijh  hearts  rejoice. 

5  He,  common  parent,  Lord  of  all, 

Who  fits  enthron'd  above; 
With  per  feci:  wifdom  rules  the  world, 
And  "with  impartial  love. 

6  The  day  will  come,  the  happy  day 

(Such  his  eternal  will) 
W^hen  light  and  truth,  and  grace  divine, 
The  fpacious  earth  fhall  fill. 

7  God 
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7  God  will  diffufe  die  bleflings  round, 
So  richly  fcatter'd  here; 
Till  the  creation's  utmoft  bound 
Shall  fee,  adore,  and  fear. 


PSALM    LXVIII.     FirJI  Part.    Long  Metre. 

'The  Vengeance  and  Compajfwn  of  God. 

i  KINGDOMS  and  thrones  to  God  belong; 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  fong : 
His  goodnefs  and  his  pow'r  rehearfe, 
And  let  the  theme  exalt  your  verfe. 

I  His  name,  Jehovah,  found  on  high, 
Who  rides  and  thunders  thro'  the  fky ; 
Ye  faints,  rejoice  before  his  face, 
And  blefs  the  riches  of  his  grace. 

3  The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs, 
Fly  to  his  aid  in  fharp  diftrefs. 
In  him  the  poor  and  helplefs  find 
A  Judge  that's  j uft,  a  Father  kind. 


t 
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4  He  breaks  the  captives  heavy  chain, 
And  prisoners  fee  the  light  again  5 
But  rebels,  who  difpute  his  will, 
Shall  dwell  in  chains  and  darknefs  ftill. 

5  He  fhakes  the  heav'ns  with  loud  alarms, 
How  terrible  is  God  in  arms ! 

Behold  his  fainting  foes  expire 
Like  melting  wax  before  the  fire. 

6  Ye  righteous,  let  his  name  be  bleft, 
He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  reft: 
When  terrors  rife,  and  nations  faint, 
God  is  the  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 


PSALIVl    LXVIII.     Second  Part.    Long  Metre 

The  Goodnefs  and  Providence  of  God. 

1  WE  blefs  the  Lord,  the  good,  the  juft, 
The  obje<5l  of  our  faith  and  trufr ; 
Who  pours  his  bleflings  from  the  fides, 
And  loads  our  days  with  rich  fupplies. 

2  Ht 
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i  He  fends  the  fun  his  circuit  round, 
To  chear  the  fruits,  to  warm  the  ground. 
He  bids  the  clouds',  with  plenteous  rain, 
Refrefh  the  thirfty  earth  again. 

3  'Tis  to  his  care  we  owe  our  breath, 
And  all  our  near  efcapes  from  death. 
Safety  and  health  to  God  belong : 

He  helps  the  weak,  and  guards  the  ftrong. 

4  He  makes  the  faint  and  finner  prove 
The  common  bleflings  of  his  love. 
But  a  wide  difference  (till  remains, 
In  inward  joys,  and  inward  pains. 

5  Yet  fmall  will  this  wide  difference  be, 
To  that  which  future  worlds  fhall  fee  -, 
When  the  great  judge  afcends  his  throne, 
And  each  mall  reap  as  each  has  fown. 

6  Then  fhall  the  ftubborn  finner  find 
That  God  is  juft,  as  well  as  kind; 
And  taught  by  dire  experience,  know, 
That  vice  mufl  terminate  in  woe. 

7  But 
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7  But  all  the  faints  then  God  will  raife, 
From  the  deep  earth,  or  deeper  Teas  ; 
And  bring  them  to  his  courts  above; 
There  fhall  they  tafte  his  fpecial  love* 


PSALM   LXXI.     Firjl  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

The  aged  Chriftiaris  Reflection,  and  Hope. 

i  MY  God,  my  everlafting  hope, 
I  live  upon  thy  truth; 
Thine  hands  have  held  my  childhood  up. 
And  ftrengthen'd  all  my  youth. 

2  My  frame  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  pow'r, 

(The  glory,  Lord,  be  thine) 
And  yet  remains,  through  ev'ry  hour, 
Preferv'd  by  grace  divine. 

3  Still  has  my  life  new  bleflings  feen, 

In  each  revolving  year : 
Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain ; 
I  truft  them  to  thy  care* 

4  Caft 
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4  Call  me  not  off  though  ftrength  decline, 

And  hoary  hairs  arife ; 
And  round  me  let  thy  favour  fhine, 
Whene'er  thy  fervant  dies. 

5  Then  in  the  hift'ry  of  my  age, 

When  men  review  my  days, 
They'll  read  thy  love  in  ev'ry  page, 
In  ev'ry  line  thy  praife. 


PSALM  LXXI.     Second  Part.     Com.  Metre. 
The  Mercy  of  God  in  the  Pardon  of  Sins. 

1  FOR  all  the  gifts  his  hands  beftow, 

My  Father's  grace  I  blefs  -, 
But  who  can  half  their  number  know, 
Their  value .  who  exprefs  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlafting  truft, 
Thy  goodnefs  I  adore. 

The  more  I  know  thy  name,  I  mufc 
Adore  and  truft  thee  more. 

K  ,  3  My 


q8  PSALMS. 


y 


3  My  feet  mall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celeftial  road  -, 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  ftrength, 
To  reach  thy  bleft  abode. 

4  Surpriz'd  by  feme  unthought  of  fhare, 

And  guilty  terrors  known. 
Thy  mercies  all  my  refuge  are, 
And  thefe  I  plead  alone. 

5  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell ' 

Thy  great  falvation,  Lord; 
My  foul,  redeem'd  from  fin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  rich  grace  record. 

6  That  love  for  ever  will  I  praife 

.  Which  fent  thy  fon,  my  God, 
To  endlefs  life  our  hopes  to  raife, 
And  feal  them  with  his  blood. 

6  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  pow.'rs; 
With  this  delightful  fong 
I'll  entertain  the  darkeft*  hours, 
Nor  think  the  feafon  long. 

-     PSALM 
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PSALM    LXXII.     Plrft  Part,    Long  Metre. 

The  Kingdom  of  (Thrift. 

i  GREAT  God,  whole  univerfal  fway, 
The  known  and  unknown  worlds  obey, 
Extend  the  kingdom  of  thy  Son, 
Till  ev'ry  land  his  rule  fnall  ov/n. 

2  The  fceptre  well  becomes  his  hands, 
And  wife  and  good  are  his  commands; 
His  laws  protect -the  humble  poor, 
And  bid  oppreflion  rage  no  more. 

3  They  form  to  righteoufnefs  the  mind, 
To  all  that's  candid,  gentle,  kind; 
Infpire  with  love  the  human  bread, 
And  ftormy  paflions  footh  to  reft. . 

4  As  gentle  rain  on  parching  ground 
His  gofpel  fheds  its  influence  round; 
It's  grace  on  fainting  fouls  diflils, 
Like  heav'nly  dew  on  thirfty  hills. 

K  2  5  The 
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5  The  Heathen  lands  that  lie  beneath 
The  fhades  of  darknefs  and  of  death, 
Revive  at  it's  firir.  dawning  light, 
And  deferts  bloffom  at  the  fight. 

6  His  throne  immoveable  fhall  ftand, 
Upheld  by  thine  almighty  hand, 

'  Till  all  fhall  love  thee,  and  adore, 
And  vice  and  mis'ry  be  no  more. 


PSALM   LXXII.     Second  Part.    Long  Metre. 

ChriftV  Kingdom  among  the  Gentiles. 

i  TO  God  let  fervent  pray'rs  arife 
With  ev'ry  daily  facrifice, 
The  great  Median's  reign  to  fpread, 
And  with  new  honours  crown  his  head. 

2  Soon  may  he  reign  where'er  the  fun 
Doth  his  fucceffive  journies  run; 
His  kingdom  ftretch  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
Till  moons  fhall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

3  Great 
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3  Great  God,  may  realms  of  ev'ry  tongue, 
Dwell  on  thy  love  with  fweeteft  fong  -, 
And  with  united  hearts  proclaim 
That  grace  and  truth  by  Jefus  came. 

4  Bleffings  abound  where'er  he  reigns ; 
The  pris'ner  leaps  to  lofe  his  chains : 
The  weary  find  eternal  reft, 

And  contrite  hearts  with  peace  are  bleft. 

5  Where  he  difplays  his  healing  pow'r, 
The  fting  of  death  is  known  no  more ; 
In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boaft, 
More  bleffings  than  their  father  loft. 

6  Parent  of  good  to  thee  we  trace 
Thefe  boundlefs  ftores  of  richeft  grace; 
All  have  their  fource  in  love  divine, 
And  be  the  praife  and  glory  thine. 
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PSALM  LXXIII.     Second  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

God  our  Portion  here  and  hereafter, 

i  GOD  my  fupporter  and  my  hope, 
My  help  for  ever  near, 
Thy  mercy  holds  my  fpirit  up 
In  all  I  feel,  or  fear. 

1  Thy  counfels,  Lord,  mail  guide  my  feel- 
Through  this  dark  wildernefs ; 
Thine  hand  conduct  me  near  thy  feat 
To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

3  No  blefling  equal  to  thy  love 

I  through  creation  fee. 
In  earth  beneath,  in  heav'n  above, 
Whom  have  I,  Lord,  but  thee. 

4  What  if  the  fprings  of  life  were  broke, 

And  flefh  and  heart  fhould  faint; 
God  is  my  foul's  eternal  rock, 
The  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint.  - 

c  The 
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5  The  man  who  far  from  thee  remove 

Shall  find  his  comforts  die; 
Not  all  the  vanities  he  loves 
Can  peace  or  hope  fupply. 

6  But  to  draw  near,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Will  prove  our  beft  employ; 
In  life  our  fweetefl  pleafure  be, 
In  death  our  only  joy. 


PSALM  LXXVII.    Second  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Comfort  derived  from  ancient  Providences-,  or,  Ifrael 
delivered  from  Egypt,  and  brought  to  Canaan. 

i   "  HOW  aweful  is  thy  chaft'ning  rod!" 
(May  thy  own  children  fay) 
cc  The  wife,  the  good,  the  mighty  God! 
"  How  righteous  is  his  way I" 

I'll  meditate  his  works  of  old; 

The  king  that  reigns  above; 
I'll  hear  his  ancient  wonders  told, 

And  learn  to  trull  his  love. 

3  LonS 
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3  Long  did  die  houfe  of  Jofeph  lie, 

With  Egypt's  yoke  -oppreftj 
Long  he  delay'd  to  hear  their  cry,. 
Nor  gave  his  people  reft. 

4  The  fons  of  good  old  Jacob  feem'd 

Abandon'd  to  their_foes; 
But  his  almighty  arm  redeem'd 
The  nation  that  he  chofe. 

5  Ifr'el  his  people^  and  his  fheep, 

Muft  follow  where  he  calls: 
He  bade  them  venture  through  the  deep,, 
And  made  the  waves  their  walls. 

6  The  waters  faw  thee,  mighty  God ! 

The  waters  faw  thee  come  y 
Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  ftood,. 
To  make  thine  armies  room. 

7  Strange  was  thy  journey  through  the  feaj 

Thy  footfteps,  Lord,  unknown: 
And  fearful  was  the  wond'rous  way, 
That  brought  thy  mercies  down. 

8  Thy 
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8  Thy  voice,  with  terror  in  the  found. 

Thro'  clouds  and  darknefs  broke, 
All  heav'n  in  lightning  fhone  around, 
And  earth  with  thunder  fhook. 

9  Thine  arrows  thro'  the  fkies  were  hurPd, 

How  glorious  is  the  Lord  ! 
Surprize  and  trembling  feiz'd  the  world, 
And  his  own  faints  ador'cl. 

10  He  gave  them  water  from  the  rock; 

And,  fafe  by  Mofesy  hand, 
Thro'  a  dry  defert  led  his  flock, 
Home  to  the  promis'd  land. 


PSALM  LXXVIII.   FirftPart.    Com.  Metre. 

The  Providence  of  God  recorded;  or.  Pious  Edu- 
cation and  Inftrutlion  of  Children. 

LET  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds, 
Which  God  performed  of  old  -, 

Which  in  our  younger  years  we  law, 
And  which  our  fathers  told, 

2  He 
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2  He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known; 

His  works  of  pow'r  and  grace; 
'  And  we'll  convey  his  wonders  down, 
Through  ev'ry  rifing  race. 

3  Our  lips  fhall  tell  them  to  our  fons, 

And  they  again  to  theirs; 
That  generations  yet  unborn. 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

4  Thus  fhall  they  learn  in  God  alone, 

Their  hope  fecurely  (lands ; 
That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  works, 
But  practife  his  commands. 


PSALM  LXXVIII.    Second  Part.    Com.  Metre 

IfraelV  Rebellion  and  Punifoment;   or,  The  Sim 
and  Chafttfements  of  God's  People. 

i  A  STUBBORN  and  rebellious  houfe 
Was  JacoFs  ancient  race ! 
Falfe  to  their  own  moft  folemn  yows, 
And  to  their  Maker's  grace. 

1  They 
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They  broke  the  cov'nant  of  his  love. 

And  did  his  laws  defpife, 
Forgot  the  works  he  wrought  to  prove 

His  pow'r  before  their  eyes. 

They  faw  the  plagues  on  Egypt  light. 

From  his  avenging  hand; 
What  dreadful  tokens  of  his  might, 

Spread  o'er  the  ftubborn  land ! 

They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  fea, 
And  march  in  fafety  through, 

With  watry  walls  to  guard  their  way, 
Till  they  had  'fcap'd  the  foe. 

A  wond'rous  pillar  mark'd  the  road, 

Compos'd  of  made  and  light; 
By  day  it  prov'd  a  fhelt'ring  cloud, 

A  leading  fire  by  night. 

He  bids  the  rock  their  third  fupply, 

The  gufhing  waters  flow, 
And  run  in  plenteous  currents  nigh- 

Where'er  their  armies  go. 

7  Yet 
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7  Yet  they  provok'd  the  Lord  mod  high, 

And  dar'd  diftruft  his  hand ; 
cc  Can  he  with  bread  our  hoft  fupply 
cc  Amidft  this  defert  land?" 

8  The  Lord  with  indignation  heard, 

And  fpeedy  judgment  came ; 
His  terrors  ever  ftand  prepar'd, 
To  vindicate  his  name. 


PSALM  LXXVIII.    Third  Part.    Com.  Metre 

The  Punijhment  of  Luxury  and  Intemperance  -,  or 
Chaftifement  ayid  Salvation. 

i  WHEN  l/r'el  Cms,  the  Lord  reproves, 
And  fills  their  hearts  with  dread; 
Yet  he  forgives  the  men  he  loves, 
And  fends  them  heav'nly  bread. 

2  He  fed  them  with  a  lib'ral  hand, 
And  made  his  treafures  known: 
He  gave  the  midnight  clouds  command, 
To  pour  provifion  down. 

3  Thd 
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3  The  manna,  like  a  morning  fhow'r, 

Lay  thick  around  their  feet; 
Like  heavily  corn,  as  light  and  pure, 
As  if  for  angels  meet. 

4  But  they  in  murm'ring  language  faid, 

cc  Manna  is  all  our  feaft; 
"  We  loath  this  light,  this  airy  bread ; 
"  We  muft  have  flefri  to  tafte." 

5  "  Ye  fhall  have  fleih,  to  pleafe  your  luft," 

The  Lord,  in  wrath  reply'd ; 
And  fent  them  quails,  like  fand,  or  duft, 
Heap'd  up  from  fide  to  fide. 

6  He-  gave  them  all  their  hearts  defir'd ; 

And  greedy  as  they  fed, 
The  righteous  God  their  fouls  required, 
And  fmote  the  rebels  dead. 

7  When  fome  were  (lain,  the  reft  return'd. 

And  fought  the  Lord  with  tears; 
Under  the  rod,  they  fear'd  and  mourn'd, 
But  foon  forgot  their  fears. 

L  8  Oft 


no  PSALMS. 

8  Oft  he  chaftis'd,  and  oft  forgave, 
Till  humbled  by  his  hand, 
The  nation  he  had  fworn  to  fave, 
Poflefs'd  the  promis'd  land. 


PSALM    LXXVIII.  Fourth  Part.    Lone  Metre. 

Back/tiding,  and  Forgivenefs ;  or,  Sin  punifhed, 
and  Saints  Javed. 

i  GREAT  God !  how  oft  did  IjYel  prove, 
By  turns,  thine  anger  and  thy  love  ? 
There  in  a  glafs,  our  hearts  may  fee, 
How  falfe  and  fickle  they  may  be. 

2  How  foon  the  faithlefs  Jews  forgot, 
The  dreadful  wonders  God  had  wrought ! 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  face, 
Nor  fear  his  pow'r,  nor  truft  his  grace. 

3  The  Lord  confum'd  their  years  in  pain, 
And  made  their  travels  long  and  vain ; 

A  tedious  march  through  unknown  ways, 
Wore  out  their  ftrength,  and  fpent  their  days. 

4  Oft 


PSALMS.  in 

4  Oft  when  they  faw  their  brethren  flainfj 
They  mourn'd,  and  fought  the  Lord  again; 
Call'd  him  the  rock  of  their  abode, 
Their  high  Redeemer,  and  their  God. 

5  Their  pray'rs  and  vows  before  him  rife, 
As  fiatt'ring  words,  or  folemn  lies; 
While  their  rebellious  tempers  prove, 
Falfe  to  his  cov'nant  and  his  love. 

6  Yet  did  his  wond'rous  grace  forgive, 
The  men  who  not  deferv'd  to  live; 

And  when  their  fins  they  left,  and  mourn'd, 
His  anger  ftill  away  he  turn'd. 

7  Sincerely  may  we  feek  thy  face, 

v  Great  God,  and  ne'er  abufe  thy  grace; 
But  let  the  goodnefs  we  adore 
Conftrain  our  fouls  to  fin  no  more. 


L2  PSALM 
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PSALM    LXXXIV.     Fir/?  Part.    Long  Metre. 

The  Pleafure  of  public  Worjhty. 

i  HOW  pure,  my  Father,  are  the  joys 
Which  from  communion  with  thee  rife ! 
This  my  firft  wifh  and  object  be, 
On  earth,  in  heav'n,  to  dwell  with  thee. 

2  Bleft  are  the  fpirits  round  thy  throne, 
Who  know  thee  as  themfelves  are  known. 
Thy  brighteft  glories  fhine  above, 

And  all  their  work  is  praife  and  love. 

3  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  find  a  place 
In  earthly  temples  of  thy  grace; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays, 
And  learn  to  love,  and  learn  to  praife. 

4  Bleft  are  the  men  who  feek  the  feat 
Of  pious  pleafures  made  compleat. 
God  is  their  guide,  and  thro*  the  road, 
They  lean  upon  their  helper  God. 

5  Chearful 
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5  Chearful  they  walk  with  growing  ftrength, 
'Till  all  (hall  meet  in  heav'n  at  length ; 
'Till  all  before  thy  face  appear, 
And  join  in  nobler  worfhip  there. 
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PSALM  LXXXIV.  Second  Part.  Long  Metre. 

God  and  his  Church  ;  or,  Grace  and  Glory. 

i  WHAT  pleafure,  Lord,  thy  houfe  attends, 
When  the  whole  heart  to  heav'n  afcends; 
One  day,  thus  fpent  with  thee  on  earth, 
Exceeds  a  thoufand  days  of  mirth. 

n  While  we  can  have  the  meaner!  place 
Within  thy  houfe,  O  God  of  grace; 
We  would  not  abfent  from  thee  live 
For  all  a  tempting  world  can  give. 

3  God  is  our  fun,  he  makes  our  day; 
God  is  our  fhield,  he  guards  our  way ; 
Our  future  hopes,  our  prefent  joys, 
All  from  his  boundlefs  goodnels  rife. 

L  3      ,  4  To 
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4  To  men  of  pure  and  pious  hearts 
All  real  good  their  God  imparts ; 
With  grace  he  crowns  them  here  below.* 
And  endlefs  glory  will  beftow. 

5  Father  and  God,  whofe  fov'reign  fway 
All  worlds,  all  beings,  muft  obey; 
How  happy  mull  thy  children  be 
Whofe  fpirits  firmly  trufl  in  thee. 


PSALM   LXXXIV.      As  the  148th  Pfalm. 
Longing  for  the  Houfe  of  God. 

i  LORD  of  the  worlds  above, 
How  pleafant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love, 
To  pious  fpirits  are! 

To  thine  abode 

Their  hearts  afpire, 

With  warm  dejire 

To  fee  their  God. 

2  O  happy 
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2  O  happy  fouls  that  pray, 
As  God  appoints  to  hear! 
O  happy  men  that  pay, 
Their  worfhip  in  his  fear. 

How  fweet  mull  be 
Their  pray'r  and  praife, 
Whofe  hearts  and  ways 
Are  right  with  thee. 

3  They  go  from  ftrength  to  ftrength, 
With  God  their  helper  near, 

'Till  all  arrive  at  length, 
'Till  all  in  heav'n  appear: 

O  glorious  feat 

Of  facred  joys, 

Where  they  fhall  rife 

To  blifs  compleat. 

PAUSE. 

4  One  facred  day's  employ 
In  pious  worfhip,  Lord, 
Will  give  a  purer  joy 
Than  thoufands  elfe  afford: 

How 
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How  poor  and  low, 
Compar'd  with  this, 
Is  all  the  blifs 
That  finners  know. 

5  God  is  our  fun  and  ihield, 
Through  all  the  way  we  go; 

.    His  hands  our  bleffings  yield, 
And  amply  do  they  flow. 
The  Lord  will  ^grace, 
And  glory  too, 
On  all  beflow 
Who  feek  his  face. 

6  The  righteous  he  approves, 
He  hears  them  when  they  cry, 
And  will  to  thofe.he  loves, 
No  real  good  deny. 

Thrice  happy  he, 
O  God  of  hofts, 
Whofe  fpirit  trulls 
Alone  in  thee! 


PSALM 
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PSALM     LXXXVI.       Common  Metre. 
A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  God. 

AMONG  the  princes,  earthly  gods, 
There's  none  hath  pow'r  divine ; 

Nor  is  their  nature,  mighty  Lord ! 
Nor  are  their  works  like  thine. 

1  The  nations  thou  haft  made  fliall  bring 
Their  off'rings  round  thy  throne : 
For  thou  alone  doft  wond'rous  things, 
For  thou  art  God  alone. 

n  Lord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  feet: 
Teach  me  thine  heav'nly  ways; 
And  all  my  nobleft  pow'rs  unite 
In  God  my  Father's  praife. 

4  Unbounded  is  thy  mercy,  Lord, 
How  bright  its  wonders  fhine ! 
Of  prefent,  pail,  and  future  good, 
The  glory  all  be  thine. 

PSALM 
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PSALM     LXXXVII.       Long  Metre. 

The  Church  the  Birth-place  of  the  Saints;  or,  Jews 
and  Gentiles  united  in  the  Chriftian  Church. 

i   GOD  ia  his  earthly  temple  lays 
Foundations  for  his  heav'nly  praife: 
And  loves  to  fee  that  worfhip  rife 
Which  forms  his  offspring  for  the  ikies. 

1  His  mercy  vifits  ev'ry  houfe 

That  pay  their  night  and  morning  vows; 
But  makes  a  conftant,  gracious,  flay, 

Where  whole  afTemblies  praife  and  pray. 

« 

3  What  glories  were  defcrib'd  of  old? 
What  wonders  of  his  church  are  told  ? 
Thou  dwelling  of  our  God  below  : 
Thy  fame  fhail  all  the  nations  know. 

4  Barbarian,  Scythian,  Greek,  and  Jew, 
Shall  there  begin  their  lives  anew: 
Angels  and  men  fhall  join  to  ling, 
The  fource  whence  living  waters  fpring. 

5  When 
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5  When  all  their  numbers  fhall  be  (cm 
Who  natives  of  his  church  have  been, 
What  joy  will  fill  the  courts  of  heav'n ! 
What  glory  to  the  Lord  be  giv'n ! 


3  S  A  L  M  LXXXIX.    Firfl  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

The  Faithfulnejs  of  God, 

I  MY  never-ceafing  fongs  fhall  fhow 
The  mercies  of  the  Lord ; 
And  make  fucceeding  ages  know, 
How  faithful  is  his  word. 

1  The  facred  truths  his  lips  pronounce, 
Shall  firm  as  heav'n  endure: 
And  if  he  fpeak  a  promife-oncej 
His  grace  is  ever  fure. 

]  How  long  the  race  of  David  held 
The  promis'd  Jewijh  throne  ! 
But  there's  a  nobler  cov'nant  feal'd 
By  David's  greater  Son. 

4  His 
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4  His  feed  for  ever  fhall  poffefs 

A  throne  above  the  fkies. 
The  meaner!  fon  of  righteoufnefs, 
Shall  to  that  glory  rife. 

5  Lord  God  of  hods,  thy  wond'rous  ways 

Are  fung  by  faints  above; 
And  faints  on  earth  their  honours  raife, 
To  thy  unchanging  love. 


PSALM  LXXXIX.   Second  Part.    Com.  Metre 

The  Power  and  Majefty  of  God-,  or,  Reverential 

WGrjhi'p. 

i  WITH  deep  humility  appear, 
Ye  faints  before  the  Lord; 
His  high  commands  fubmifTive  hear, 
And  reverence  his  word. 

2  How  aweful,  Lord,  thy  glories  are ! 
How  bright  thine  armies  fhine  ! 
What  might  can  with  thy  pow'r  compare  ? 
What  truth  is  like  to  thine.  ' 

3  The 
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3  TJie  Northern  Pole,  and  Southern,  reft 

On  thy  fupporting  hand ; 
Darknefs  and  day,  from  Eaft  to  Weft, 
Move  round  at  thy  command. 

4  Thy  words  the  raging  winds  controul, 

And  rule  the  boift'rous  deep ; 
By  thee  the  fleeping  billows  roll, 
The  rolling  billows  deep. 

5  O'er  all  the  earth,  and  worlds  on  high, 

Thy  empire,  Lord,  extends; 
Where  can  thy  foes  from  judgment  fly, 
Or  what  can  harm  thy  friends  ? 

6  Eternal  juftice  is  thy  throne, 

Yet  wond'rous  is  thy  grace ; 
While  truth  and  mercy  join'd  in  one, 
Invite  us  near  thy  face. 
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PSALM  LXXXIX.    Third  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

A  blejfed  Go/pel. 

i  BLEST  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 
The  gofpel's  joyful  found; 
Peace  fhall  attend  the  path  they  go. 
And  light  their  fteps  furround. 

2  The  grace  fhall  bear  their  fpirits  up, 

Which  by  the  Saviour  came ; 
And  while  their  hearts  rejoice  in  hope, 
They  blefs  his  Father's  name. 

3  The  Lord,  their  glory  and  defence, 

Strength  and  falvation  gives ; 
By  whom  the  great  Median  reigns, 
And  who  for  ever  lives. 

4  Life,  death,  and  all  things  elfe  are  theirs, 

Q'er-rul'd  by  love  divine  ; 
For  they  are  (Thrift's  his  word  declares, 
And  Chrift,  great  God,  is  thine. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  LXXXIX.     Sixth  Part.    Long  Metre. 
Mortality  and  Hope. 

A  Funeral  Pfalm. 

i  REMEMBER,  Lord,  our  mortal  flate, 
How  frail  our  life !  how  fhort  the  date ! 
Where  is  the  man  that  draws  his  breath 
Safe  from  difeafe,  fecure  from  death  ? 

o.  Yet  though  we  fee  whole  nations  die, 
Lord,  on  thy  promife  we  rely; 
Death  mail  not  always  rage  and  reign, 
Nor  hafl  thou  made  mankind  in  vain. 

3  Thy  fervants  are  not  loft  in  dull, 
But  fure  rewards  await  thejuft; 
Faith  bids  us  check  our  weeping  eyes, 
And  fee  the  fieeping  dull  arife. 

4  That  glorious  hour,  that  blifsful  day, 
Wipes  the  reproach  of  faints  away; 
And  clears  the  honour  of  thy  word : 
Awake,  our  fouls!  and  blefs  the  Lord. 

M2  PSALM 
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PSALM  LXXXIX.  LaJIPart.  As  the  113th  Pfalm. 

Life>  Death,  and  the  Refurrefficn. 

1  ETERNAL  God,  how  frail  is  man! 
Few  are  the  hours,  and  fhort  the  fpan, 

Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave: 
Who  can  prolong  his  vital  breath  ? 
Or  from  the  bold  demands  of  death 

Hath  fkill  to  $y,  or  pow'r  to  fave  ? 

2  But  let  no  murmuring  heart  complain 
That  therefore  man  is  made  in  vain, 

Nor  the  Creator's  grace  diftruft; 
For  though  his  fervants  day  by  day, 
Go  to  their  graves,  and  turn  to  clay, 

A  bright  reward  awaits  the  juft. 

3  Jefus  has  made  thy  purpofe  known, 
A  new  and  better  life  has  fhewn, 

And  we  the  glorious  tidings  hear; 
'  For  ever  bleffed  be  the  Lord, 
That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word, 
And  find  a  refurreclion  there. 

4  That 
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4  That  grace  for  ever,  Lord,  we  praife, 
Which  to  thy  faints  the  hope  difplays, 

Of  endlefs  life  without  a  pain ; 
Let  all  below,  and  all  above, 
Join  to  proclaim  the  wond'rous  love, 

Which  makes  e'en  death  itfelf  our  gain. 


PSALM     XC.       Long  Metre. 
Man  mortal,  and  God  eternal. 

A  mournful  Song  at  a  Funeral. 

i  THRO' ev'ry  age,  eternal  Lord, 
Thy  faints  have  trufted  in  thy  word; 
The  glories  of  thy  wond'rous  name 
Have  been,  and  will  be,  Hill  the  fame. 

1  Long  flood  thy  throne  e'er  heav'n  was  made, 
Or  earth's  foundations  had  been  laid  •, 
And  long  thy  kingdom  (hall  remain, 
When  thefe  to  ruins  fink  again. 

M  3  3  But 
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3  But  man,  weak  man,  is  born  to  die, 
'Sure  the  event,  and  always  nigh; 

From  duft  he  came,  and  quickly  muft, 
His  feeble  frame  return  to  duft. 

PAUSE. 

4  Death,  like  an  overflowing  dream, 
Sweeps  us  away ;  our  life's  a  dream i 
A  tale  that's  told,  a  morning  flow'r, 
Cut  down  and  wither'd  in  an  hour. 

5  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  man, 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  fpan, 
Till  train'd  to  wifdom,  we  fhall  be 
Prepar'd  to  die,  and  dwell  with  thee. 


PSALM  XC.     Fir/1  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

Man  frail,  and  God  eternal. 

i   OUR  God,  our  help  in  ages  pail, 
Our  hope  for  thofe  to  come, 
Our  fhelter  from  the  ftormy  blaft, 
And  our  eternal  home : 

2  Under 
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1  Under  the  fhadow  of  thy  throne 
Thy  faints  have  dwelt  fecure; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 
And  their  defence  is  fure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  flood, 

Or  earth  receiv'd  her  frame, 
From  everlafting  thou  art  God, 
To  endlefs  years  the  fame. 

4  Thy  word  commands  our  flefh  to  dufr, 

"  Return,  ye  fons  of  men:" 
All  nations  rofe  from  earth  at  firft, 
And  turn  to  earth  again. 

5  A  thoufand  ages  in  thy  fight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night, 
Before  the  rifing  fun. 

6  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  ftream, 

Bears  all  its  fons  away; 
They,  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  op'ning  day. 

7  The 

ft 
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7  The  bufy  tribes  of  flefh  and  blood, 

With  all  their  hopes  and  fears, 
Are  carry'd  downwards  by  the  flood, 
And  loft  in  foil* wing  years. 

8  Like  flow'ry  fields  the  nations  (land, 

Pleas'd  with  the  morning  light: 
The  flow'rs  beneath  the  mower's  hand, 
Lie  withering  ere  'tis  night. 

p  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft, 
Our  hope  for  thofe  to  come; 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  laft, 
And  our  eternal  home. 


PSALM    XC.       Short  Metre. 
The  frailty  and  fhortnefs  of  Life, 

i       HOW  feeble,  Lord,  is  man, 
With  ev'ry  boafted  pow'r  ! 
Short  and  uncertain  is  his  ipan, 
The  creature  of  an  hour. 

2  Alas, 
I 


PSALMS.  129 

2  Alas,  the  brittle  clay, 
That  built  our  body  firftj 

And  ev'ry  month,  and  ev'ry  day, 
Is  mould'ring  back  to  duft. 

3  Our  moments  fly  apace, 
Nor  will  our  minutes  (lay: 

Juft  like  a  flood  our.hafty  days 
Are  fweeping  us  away. 

4  Well,  if  our  days  mufl  fly, 
We'll  keep  their  end  in  fight, 

Each  as  it  paries  well  employ, 
And  let  them  fpeed  their  flight. 

5  They'll  waft  us  fooner  o'er 
Life's  troubled  fea,  to  reft; 

Soon  fhall  we  mourn  their  hade  no  more<, 
But  call  their  fwiftnefs  bleft.  . 
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PSALM    XCI.     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Safety  in  public  Difeafes  and  Dangers. 

i  GREAT  God,  thou  wilt  a  refuge  be 
To  all  that  love  and  truft  in  thee ; 
Thy  pow'r  fhall  guard  them  all  the  day, 
And  nightly  dangers  turn  away. 

1  If  burning  beams  of  noon  confpire 
To  dart  a  peftilential  fire, 
God  is  their  life,  his  wings  fhall  fpread 
A  healthful  fhade  around  their  head. 

3  If  vapours  with  malignant  breath 
Rife  thick,  and  fcatter  midnight-death, 

.    Still  they  are  fafe:  the  poifon'd  air 
Grows  pure  again  if  God  be  there. 

PAUSE. 

4  A  thoufand  at  their  left  hand  lie, 
Ten  thoufand  on  their  right  may  die  -, 
Yet  God  his  faithful  fervants  faves 
Among  the  dead^  amidft  the  graves, 

5  So 
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5  So  when  he  fent  his  angel  down 

To  make  his  pow'r  in  Egypt  known, 
And  flew  her  fons,  his  careful  eye 
Paft  all  the  doors  of  Iff  el  by. 

6  But  if  the  fire,  or  plague,  or  fword, 
Receive  commifTion  from  the  Lord, 
To  ftrike  his  faints  among  the  reft, 
Their  very  pains  and  deaths  are  bleft. 

7  The  fword,  the  peftilence,  or  fire, 
Shall  to  their  greater!  good  confpire; 
From  fins  and  forrows  fet  them  free, 
And  fix  their  portion,  Lord,  in  thee. 


PSALM  XCI.     Second  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Proteclion  from  Death,  Guard  of  Angels,  Viclory 
and  Deliverance. 

1  Y  E  fons  of  men,  a  feeble  race, 
Expos'd  to  ev'ry  fnare; 
Come,  make  the  Lord  your  dwelling-place, 
And  try,  and  truft,  his  care. 

2  No 
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2  No  ill  fhall  enter  where  you  dwell; 
'  Or  if  the  plague  come  nigh, 
Your  God  the  danger  fhall  repel, 
Or  crown  your  death  with  joy. 

%  He'll  give  his  angels  charge  to  keep 
Your  feet  in  all  your  ways; 
■To  watch  your  pillow  while  you  fleep, 
And  guard  your  happy  days. 

4  Their  hands  fhall  bear"  you,  left  you  fall, 

And  dafh  againft  the  ftones : 
Are  they  not  fervants  at  his  call, 
Sent  to  attend  his  fons? 

5  cc  Becaufe  on  me  they  fet  their  love, 

cc  I'll  fave  them/'  faith  the  Lord; 
"  I'll  bear  their  joyful  fouls  above 
cc  Deflruclion  and  the  fword. 

6  cc  My  grace  fhall  anfwer  when  they  call; 

cc  In  trouble  I'll  be  nigh: 
"  My  pow'r  fhall  help  them  when  they  fall, 
"  And  raife  them  when  they  die. 

.7  "Thofe 
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8  cc  Thofe  that  on  earth  my  name  have  known, 
"  I'll  honour  them  in  heav'n; 
<f  There  my  falvation  fhall  be  fhown, 
"  And  endlefs  life  be  giv'n." 


PSALM    XCII.    Firft  Part.     Long  Metr^ 

A  Pfalm  for  the  Lord's  Day. 

1  SWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praife  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  fingj 
To  fhew  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

1  Sweet  is  the  day  of  facred  reft, 

When  earthly  cares  forfake  the  breaft ; 
When  our  beft  pow'rs  to  God  we  raife, 
And  the  whole  heart's  attun'd  to  praife. 

3  Thus  would  we  ever  worfhip,  Lord, 
Would  blefs  thy  works,  and  blefs  thy  word ; 
Thy  works  of  grace  how  bright  they  fhine ! 
How  deep  thy  counfels !  how  divine ! 

N  ,  4  The 
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4  The  wicked  never  look  fo  high, 
Nor  aim  beyond  an  earthly  joy ;    • 
A  day  they  flourifh,  and  a  day 
Sweeps  them,  and  all  their  joys,  away, 

5  But  we  fhall  mare  a  glorious  part, 
gWhen  grace  hath  well  refin'd  the  heart; 

'And  God,  whofe  worfhip  here  we  love, 
Shall  fix  us  in  his  courts  above. 

6  Sin  (our  worfl  enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  our  eyes  and  ears  no  more; 
No  anxious  doubts,  no  fears  remain, 
To  break  our  inward  peace  again. 

7  Then  mall  we  fee,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  we  defir'd,  or  wifh'd  below; 

And  ev'ry  powV  find  fweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 
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PSALM  XCII.     Second  Part.    Long  Metre. 

The  Church  is  the  Garden  of  God, 

1  HOW  happy  they,  O  God  of  grace, 
Who,  early  taught  to  feek  thy  face, 
To  blefs  thy  name,  and  hear  thy  word, 
Have  learn'd  to  love  thy  worfhip,  Lord. 

1  Thy  blerTmg  gives  a  large  increafe 
Of  wifdom,  and  of  facred  peace  •> 
While  rip'ning  holinefs  and  love 
Prepare  their  fouls  for  worlds  above. 

3  Time,  by  which  all  things  elfe  decline, 
But  makes  their  virtues  brighter  ihine ; 
And  as  more  fit  for  heav'n  they  grow, 
More  of  its  joys  they  tafte  below. 

4  Fruitful  in  grace  and  comfort  too, 
To  life's  lafi  period  they  fhall  ITiew 
That  none  who  love  thy  houfe  fhall  find 
A  God  unfaithful,  or  unkind. 

N2  ,  PSALM 


136  PSALMS. 

PSALM  XCIII.     ift  Metre.    As  the  100th  Pfalm. 

'The  Eternal  and  Sovereign  God. 

1  JEHOVAH  reigns:  he  dwells  in  light, 
Girded  with  majefty  and  might: 
The  world,  created  by  his  hands, 
Still  on  its  firft  foundation  Hands. 

1  But  ere  this  fpacious  earth  was  known, 
From  everlafling  was  thy  throne; 
And  fhall  through  endlefs  years  remain, 
When  earth  to  chaos  finks  again. 

3  Like  floods  the  angry  nations  rile, 
And  aim  their  rage  againft  the  fkies ; 
Vain  floods  that  aim  their  rage  fo  high ! 
At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  Thy  promife  rlands  for  ever  fure. 
Firm  as  thy  throne,  it  fhall  endure; 
And  holinefs  becomes  the  place 
Where  we  are  call'd  to  feek  thy  face. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  XCIII.  2d  Metre.   As  the  old  50th  Pfalm. 
'The  Kingdom  of  God. 

1  THE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns,  he  fornYd  the 

globe. 
Girded  with  ftrength,  and  majefly  his  robe; 
Each  different  world  arofe  at  his  command, 
Built  by  his  word,  eftabliflr  d  by  his  hand  : 
Long  flood  his  throne  ere  he  began  creation, 
And  his  own  Godhead  is  the  firm  foundation. 

2  His  throne,  his  counfels,  ever  fhall  remain, 
All  men,  all  angels,  would  refifl  in  vain; 
In  vain  the  fborms,  in  vain  the  floods  arife, 
And  roar,  and  tofs  their  waves  againfl  thefkies : 
Foaming  at  heav'n  they  rage  with  wild  com- 
motio^ 

But  heav'n's  high  arches  fcorn  the  fwelling 
ocean. 

3  Ye  tempefls  rage  no  more ;  ye  floods  be  ftill, 
And  the  mad  world,  fubmiffive  to  his  will: 

N  3  Built 
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Built  on  his  truth,  his  church  muft  ever  Hand; 
Firm  are  his  promifes,  and  ilrong  his  hand: 
See  his  own  fons,  when  they  appear  before  him, 
Bow  at  his  foot-ftool,  and  with  fear  adore  him. 


PSALM  XCIII.  3d  Metre.  As  the  old  i22d  Pfalm. 

The  Kingdom  of  God. 

i       THE  Lord -Jebovab  reigns, 
And  boundlefs  rule  maintains, 
His  head  with  aweful  glories  crown'dj 
Array 'd  in  robes  of  light, 
Begirt  with  fov'reign  might, 

And  beams  of  majefty  around. 

* 

2       Upheld  by  thy  commands 

The  world  fecurely  ftands; 
And  heav'n  obeys  the  mighty  word: 

Thy  throne  was  nVd  on  high, 

Before  the  ftarry  fky. 
Eternal  is  thy  kindom,  Lord. 

3  In 
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In  vain  the  noify  crowd, 

Like  billows  fierce  and  loud, 
Againft  thine  empire  rage  and  roar. 

In  vain  the  haughtier!  foes 

Thy  purpofes  oppofe, 
And  dafh  like  waves  againft  the  fhore. 

Let  floods  and  nations  rage, 
And  all  their  pow'rs  engage : 

Let  fwelling  tides  affault  the  fky. 
The  terrors  of  thy  frown 
Shall  beat  their  madnefs  down. 

Thy  throne  for  ever  Hands  on  high. 

Thy  promife  fhall  endure, 

Thy  grace  is  ever  fure; 
There  fix'd,  thy  church  fhall  ne'er  remove: 

Thy  faints  with  holy  fear 

Shall  in  thy  courts  appear, 
And  fing  thine  everlafling  love. 
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PSALM    XCV.       Common  Metre. 
A  Pfalm  before  Prayer, 

i  SING  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  name, 
Ye  faints  with  chearful  voice ; 
His  peeriefs  glory  is  your  theme, 
And  let  your  hearts  rejoice. 

2  With  thanks  approach  his  aweful  fight, 

And  pfalms  of  honour  fing; 
The  Lord's  a  God  of  boundlefs  might, 
The  whole  creation's  King. 

3  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know 

How  mean  their  natures  feem; 
Thofe  gods  on  high,  and  gods  below, 
When  once  compar'd  with  him. 

4  Earth,  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep, 

Lies  in  his  fpacious  hand : 
He  fix'd  the  fea  what  bounds  to  keep, 
And  where  the  hills  muft  Hand. 


5  Come, 
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5  Come,  and  with  humble  fouls  adore 3 

Come,  kneel  before  his  face : 
And  let  his  creatures  dare  no  more 
To  trifle  with  his  grace. 

6  Now  call  upon  him  while  he's  near, 

And  waits  for  your  requeft; 
To-morrow  may  the  fentence  hear, 
cc  Ye  fhall  not  fee  my  reft." 
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PSALM    XCV.       Short  Metre. 

A  Pfalm  before  Sermon. 

COME,  found  his  praife  abroad, 
And  hymns  of  glory  fing: 
Jehovah  is  the  only  God, 
The  univerfal  King. 

He  form'd  the  deeps  unknown; 
He  gave  the  feas  their  bound. 
The  wat'ry  worlds  are  all  his  own; 
And  all  the  folid  ground. 


O 


3  Comej 
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J       Come,  worfliip  at  his  throne : 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord  -, 
All  being  is  his  gift  alone ; 
He  form'd  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod: 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

5  But  if  you  ftill  refufe 
The  call  to  feek  his  face, 

And  will,  with  hard'ned  hearts,  abufe 
The  riches  of  his  grace ; 

6  The  day  is  fix'd  on  high, 
And  its  approach  is  near, 

When  you  fhall  for  companion  cry, 
And  God  refufe  to  hear. 
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PSALM     XCV.       Long  Metre. 

Canaan  loft  through  Unbelief  \  or,  A  War  rang 
to  delaying  Sinners. 

1   COME,  let  our  voices  join  to  raife 
A  facred  fong  of  folemn  praife; 
Jehovah  is  our  God ;  rehearfe 
His  honour  in  exalted  verfe. 

1  Come,  let  our  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
Who  franVd  our  natures  by  his  word, 
He  is  our  fhepherd;  we  the  fheep 
His  mercy  chofe,  his  paflures  keep. 

3  Come,  let  us  hear  his  voice  to-day, 
The  counfels  of  his  love  obeys 
Nor  let  our  harden'd  hearts  renew 
The  fins  and  plagues  that  Ifr'el  knew. 

4  Thus  faith  the  Lord,  Cf  How  falfe  they  prove ! 
,   <f  Forget  my  pow'r,  abufe  my  love : 

*c  Though  to  the  promis'd  reft  fo  near, 
"  Their  feet  ihall  never  enter  there." 

5  Look 
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5  Look  back,  my  foul,  with  holy  dread, 
And  view  thofe  ancient  rebels  dead; 
Attend  the  offer'd  grace  to-day, 
Nor  lofe  the  bleffing  by  delay. 

7  Seize  the  kind  promile  while  it  waits, 
And  feek  with  zeal  the  heav'nly  gates: 
Believe,  and  take  the  offer'd  reft, 
Obey,  and  be  for  ever  bleft. 


PSALM     XCVI.      Common  Metre. 

-    ChriftV  firfl  and  Jecond  Coming, 

i  SING  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands, 
Ye  tribes  of  ev'ry  tongue : 
His  new  difcover'd  grace  demands 
A  new  and  noble  fong. 

2  Say  to  the  nations,  Jefus  came, 
A  guilty  world  to  fave; 
From  voice  and  error  to  reclaim, 
And  refcue  from  the  grave. 


3  Let 
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3  Let  heav'n  proclaim  the  joyful  day; 

Joy  through  the  earth  be  feen; 
L,et  cities  fhine  in  bright  array. 
And  fields  in  chearful  green. 

4  With  pleafure  lift  your  wond'ring  eyes, 

Ye  iflands  of  the  fea : 
Ye  mountains  fink,  ye  vallies  rife, 
Prepare  the  Saviour's  way. 

5  Behold  he  comes,  he  comes  to  blefs 

The  nations  from  their  God; 
To  fhew  the  world  his  righteoufnefs, 
And  fend  his  truth  abroad. 

6  Again  he  comes  with  pow'rful  voice, 

To  wake  the  num'rous  dead, 
And  call  his  churches  to  rejoice 
With  their  exalted  head. 

7  When  he,  who  is  our  life,  draws  near, 

And  all  his  glory  view, 
His  faithful  fervants  fhall  appear 
With  him  in  glory  too. 

O  *  PSALM 


146  PSALM    S. 

PSALM    XCVI.      As  the  113th  Pfalm. 

The  God  cf  the  Gentiles, 

1  LET  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife 
To  fing  the  choicer!  pfalms  of  praife, 
To  fing  and  blefs  Jehovah's  name: 
His  glory  let  the  heathens  know, 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  fhow, 
And  all  his  faving  works  proclaim. 

■2  The  heathens  know  thy  glory,  Lord ; 
The  wond'ring  nations  read  thy  word  -9 

In  Britain  is  Jehovah  known : 
Our  worfhip  ihall  no  more  be  paid, 
To  gods  which  mortal  hands  have  madej 

Our  Maker  is  our  God  alone. 

3  He  fram'd  the  globe,  he  built  the  iky, 
He  made  the  fhining  worlds  on  high, 
And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there : 
His  robes  are  majefty  and  light; 
His  fplendour  how  divinely  bright ! 
Yet  men  may  love  as  well  as  fear. 

4  Come 
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4  Come,  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
When  earth  fhall  feel  his  faving  pow'r, 

And  barb'rous  nations  learn  his  name ; 
Then  fhall  the  race  of  man  confefs 
The  beauty  of  his  holinefs, 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 


PSALM    XCVII.     Firft  Part.    Long  Metre. 
God  the  f over  eign  Judge, 

1  HE  reigns j  the  great  Jehovah  reigns, 
Praife  him  in  everlafting  ftrains: 

Let  the  whole  earth  in  fongs  rejoice, 
And  diftant  iflands  join  their  voice, 

2  Deep  are  his  counfels,  and  unknown; 
But  grace  and  truth  fupport  his  throne : 
Tho*  gloomy  clouds  his  way  furround. 
Juftice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo !  he  comes, 
Shakes  the  wide  earth,  and  cleaves  the  tombs; 
Before  him  burns  devouring  fire  ; 

The  mountains  melt,  the  feas  retire. 

O  2  His 
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4  His  enemies,  with  fore  difmay, 

Fly  from  the  fight,  and  fhun  the  day ; 
Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  faints  on  high, 
And  fing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh. 


PSALM  XCVII.     Third  Part.     Long  Metre. 
Grace  and  Glory. 

1  TH'  Almighty  reigns,  exalted  high, 
O'er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  Iky  -, 
Though  clouds  around  his  ways  may  rife, 
Yet  all  are  righteous,  good  and  wife. 

2  O  ye  that  love  his  holy  name, 
Hate  ev'ry  work  of  fin  and  ihame : 
He  guards  the  fouls  of  all  his  friends, 
And  from  furrounding  fnares  defends. 

3  Immortal  light,  and  joys  unknown, 
Are  for  the  faints  in  darknefs  fownj 
Thofe  glorious  feeds  fhall  fpring  and  rife, 
And  the  bright  harveft  blefs  their  eyes. 

-  4  Rejoice, 
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4  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  and  record 
The  facred  honours  of  the  Lord; 
And  let  your  thankful  lips  confefs, 
He  is  a  God  of  holinefs. 


PSALM  XCVIII.    Firfl  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Praije  for  the  GofpeL 

1  T  O  our  Almighty  Maker,  God, 
New  honours  be  addrefs'd; 
His  great  falvation  fhines  abroad* 
And  makes  the  nations  bleft. 

1  The  wond'rous  grace  fo  oft  foretold, 
And  promis'd  in  thy  word, 
Fulfill'd,  the  Gentiles  now  behold, 
And  praife  the  faithful  Lord. 

3  Let  the  whole  earth  his  love  proclaim, 
With  all  her  difPrent  tongues; 
And  fpread  the  honours  of  his  name 
In  melody  and  fongs, 
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PSALM  XCVIII.    Second  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

The  MeJJiah's  Coming  and  Kingdom. 

i  JOY  to  the  world ;  the  Lord  is  come! 
The  long  predicted  King; 
Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  God's  rich  goodnefs  fing. 

2  Joy  to  the  earth;  the  Saviour  reigns! 

I  Aft  your  glad  voices  high ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains, 
Repeat  the  founding  joy. 

3  Be  fin  and  forrow  known  no  more, 

But  chang'd  to  pious  praife; 
He  came  loft  finners  to  reftore, 
And  virtue's  joys  to  raife. 

4  He  came  with  truth  and  grace  to  blefs 

The  nations,  and  to  prove 
The  common  parent's  faithfulnefs, 
And  univerfal  love. 

.    PSALM 
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PSALM  XCIX.     Second  Part.     Short  Metre. 

A  holy  God  worjhipped  with  Reverence. 

EXALT  the  Lord  our  God, 
And  worfhip  at  his  feet: 
Llis  nature  is  all  holinefs, 
And  mercy  is  his  feat. 

When  Ifr'el  was  his  church, 
When  Aaron  was  his  prieft, 
When  Mofes  cry'd,  when  Samuel  pray'd, 
He  gave  his  people  reft. 

Oft  he  forgave  their  fins, 
Nor  would  deftroy  their  race; 
And  oft  he  fent  his  judgments  down, 
When  they  abus'd  his  grace. 

Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

And  worfhip  in  his  fear; 

Still  he  is  good,  but  holy  too, 

Nor  will  the  guilty  clear. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  C.     Firft  Metre.     A  plain  Tranflation* 

Praife  to  our  Creator. 

1  Y  E  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 
Before  the  Lord,  your  heav'nly  King : 
Serve  him  with  chearful  heart  and  voice. 
And  his  unrivaj'd  glory  fmg. 

2  The  Lord  is  God:  'tis  he  alone 
Did  life  and  all  its  bleffings  give; 
And  flill  his  guardian-care  we  own. 
And  flill  upon  his  bounty  live. 

3  Enter  his  gates  with  fongs  of  joy. 
With  praifes  in  his  courts  appear; 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ, 

To  pay  your  thanks  and  honours  there* 

4  For  God,  and  he  alone,  is  good, 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  fure, 

His  truth  hath  always  firmly  flood, 
And  fhall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

PSALM 
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PSALM   C.     Second  Metre.     A  Paraphrafe. 

1  SING  to  the  Lord  with  chearful  voices 
Let  ev'ry  land  his  name  adore; 

Ye  favoured  Briti/h  ifles  rejoice, 

To  fpread  his  praife  from  fhore  to  fhore. 

2  Nations,  attend  before  his  throne 
With  folemn  fear,  with  facred  joy; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone; 
He  can  create,  and  he  deftroy. 

3  That  pow'rful  word  which  all  things  made, 
Gave  life  to  clay,  and  form'd  us  men; 
And  when  like  wand'ring  fheep  we  ftray'd, 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

4.  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 
He  ftill  fupports  our  feeble  frame; 
What  honours,  Lord,  can  man  prepare, 
Worthy  of  thy  all-perfect  name! 

5  We'll 
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5  Well  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  fongs^ 
High  as  the  heav'ns  our  voices  raife; 
And  earth,  with  her  ten  thoufand  tongues, 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  "with  founding  praife. 

6  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command! 
Vail  as  eternity  thy  love! 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  muft  (land, 
When  rolling  years  fhall  ceafe  to  move. 


iii/    My  1 1  ii  ~~i 


PSALM    CI.      Common  Metre. 
A  Pfaim  for  a  Mafier  of  a  Family* 

1  OF  juftice  and  of  grace  I  fing, 

And  pay  my  God  my  vows; 
With  grace  and  juftice,  heav'nly  King, 
Teach  me  to  rule  my  houfe. 

2  Now  to  my  tent,  O  God,  be  near, 

And  make  thy  fervant  wife; 
And  let  me  fufTer  nothing  there, 
That  fhall  offend  thy  eyes. 


3  The 
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3  The  man  who  doth  his  neighbour  wrong, 

Or  dares  opprefs  the  poor; 
The  fcornful  eye,  the  fland'rous  tongue, 
Be  diftant  from  my  door. 

4  Still  may  I  feek  the  good  and  juft, 

And  ftill  their  help  enjoy  -, 
Such  be  the  friends  that  I  fhall  truft, 
The  fervants  I  employ. 

5  While  fin  in  others  I  reprove, 

Be  ev'ry  virtue  mine; 
And  let  the  wifdom  from  above 
Through  all  my  conduct  fhine. 

6  Who  fhall  the  mod  in  love  abound, 

Our  fole  contention  be ; 
So  fhall  my  houie  be  ever  found 
A  dwelling  dear  to  thee, 
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PSALM    CIII.     FWJl  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Bleffing  God  for  his  Goodnefs  to  Soul  and  Body, 

i  BLESS,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God, 
Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad; 
Let  all  the  pow'rs  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine. 

2  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  Lord,  and  raife 
For  all  his  gifts  thy  higher!  praife ; 
Nor  from  my  heart  let  time  erafe 
The  fmallefl  inftance  of  his  grace. 

3  'Tis  he,  my  foul,  who  fent  his  Son 
To  die  for  crimes  that  men  had  done ; 
To  feal  the  promife,  to  forgive, 
And  bid  repentant  finners  live. 

4  The  vices  of  the  mind  he  heals, 
And  the  deep  wound  contrition  feels  -, 
Removes  our  ficknelfes,  and  faves 
Our  wafting  life  from  threat'ning  graves. 

5  Our 
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5  Our  youth  decay'd  his  pow'r  renews ; 
Each  year  new  acts  of  mercy  views  -y 
And  while  he  prefent  good  fupplies, 
Bids  perfect  blifs  in  profped  rife. 

6  The  weak  by  lawlefs  pow'r  oppreft, 
He  fees,  and  often  gives  them  reft  5 
But  will  his  juftice  more  difplay 

In  the  lad  great  rewarding  day. 

7  His  pow'r  he  fhew'd  by  Mofes9  hands* 
And  gave  to  Ifr'el  his  commands ; 
But  made  his  truth  and  mercy  known 
To  all  the  nations  by  his  Son. 

8  Let  the  whole  earth  his  pow'r  confefs  j 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  goodnefs  blefs  $ 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  (hall  join 
In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine. 
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PSALM    CIII.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

God's  gentle  Chaftijement  \   or,  his  tender  Mercy 
to  his  People. 

i  THE  Lord,  how  wond'rous  are  his  ways ! 
What  truth  and  goodnefs  he  difplays ! 
He* takes  his  mercy  for  his  throne, 
And  thence  he  makes  his  glories  known. 

i  Not  half  fo  high  his  pow'r  hath  fpread 
The  ftarry  heav'ns  above  our  head, 
As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praiie, 
Exceeds  the  higheft  hopes  we  raife. 

3  Not  half  fo  far  have  nature's  hands 
The  Eaftern  plac'd  from  Weftern  lands, 
As  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  love, 

He  will  forfaken  fins  remove. 

4  How  flowly  doth  his  wrath  arife  J 
On  fwifter  wings  falvation  flies : 
And  foon  will  his  difpleafure  ceafe, 
When  fmners  feek  the  path  of  peace* 

5  His 
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5  His  ftrokes,  where  they  are  needful  feen, 
Are  lighter  than  our  fins  have  been; 
And  though  his  rod  his  fervants  (eel, 
The  hand  that  wounds  is  fwift  to  heal. 

6  So  Fathers  their  young  fons  chaftife, 
With  gentle  hands  and  melting  eyes ; 
The  children  weep  beneath  the  fmart, 
And  pity  fills  the  parent's  heart. 

PAUSE. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  wife  and  juft, 
Knows  that  our  frame  is  feeble  duftj 
And  will  no  heavy  loads  impofe 
Beyond  the  flrength  that  he  beftows. 

8  He  knows  how  foon  our  nature  dies, 
Blafted  by  ev'ry  wind  that  flies ; 
Like  grafs  we  fpring,  and  die  as  foon, 
Or  morning  flow'rs  that  fade  at  noon. 

9  But  his  paternal  love  is  fure 

To  ail  the  faints,  and  fliall  endure. 
From  ao;e  to  age  his  truth  fliall  reisn, 
Nor  children's  children  hope  in  vain. 

Pa  PSALM 
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PSALM     CIII.     Firft  Part.    Short  Metre, 

Praije  for  Spiritual  and  Temporal  Mercies* 

i       O  BLESS  the  Lord,  my  foul! 
Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  blefs  his  name, 
Whofe  favours  are  divine. 

2  O  blefs  the  Lord,  my  foul ! 
Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 

Sunk  in  a  long  forgetfulnefs, 
And  without  praifes  die. 

3  >rTis  he  forgives  thy  fins, 
'Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain; 

'Tis  he  that  heals  thy  fickneffes, 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 

4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love, 
When  ranfom'd  from  the  grave ; 

He  that  redeems  our  fouls  from  death, 
From  ev'ry  ill  can  fave. 

5  He 


■ 
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5       He  fills  the  poor  with  good: 
He  gives  the  fufPrers  reft; 
His  juftice  fhall  oppreflbrs  find, 
His  mercy  the  opprefs'd. 

By  Mofes  he  of  old, 
One  nation  taught  his  name; 
But  truth  and  grace  to  all  the  world, 
He  fent  when  Jefus  came. 


PSALM    CIII.     Second  Part,     Short  Metre. 

Abounding  CompaJJion  of  God;  or,  Mercy  in  the 
midft  of  Judgment. 

1  MY  foul  repeat  his  praife, 
Whofe  mercies  are  fo  great, 

Whofe  anger  is  fo  flow  to  rife, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  chide; 
And  when  his  ftrokes  are  felt, 

His  ftrokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt, 

P  3  3  High 
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2       High  as  the  heav'ns  are  rais'd 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace, 
Our  higheft  thoughts  exceed. 

4  His  word  fubdues  our  fins, 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Will  far  as  Eaft  is  from  the  Weft, 
Forfaken  guilt  remove. 

5  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  thofe  that  fear  his  name, 
Is  fiach  as  tender  parents  feel. 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

6  He  knows  we  are  but  duft, 
Scatter'd  with  evYy  breath  -, 

His  anger,  like  a  rifing  wind, 
Could  fend  us  fwift  to  death. 

7  For  man  is  but  as  grafs, 
Or  like  the  morning  flow'r; 

If  one  fh arp  blaft  fweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

8  But 
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3       But  thy  compaflions,  Lord, 
To  endlefs  years  endure; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promife  fure. 


PSALM    CIII.     Third  Part.     Short  Metre. 


od's  univerjal  Dominion ;  or,  Angels  praife  the 
Lord. 

THE  Lord,  the  fov 'reign  King, 
Hath  fix'd  his  throne  on  high; 
O'er  all  the  heav'nly  world  he  rules, 
And  all  beneath  the  fky. 

Ye  angels  great  in  might, 
And  fwift  to  do  his  will, 
Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  whofe  voice  ye  hear, 
Whofe  pleafure  ye  fulfil. 


3       Though  mean  compar'd  with  yours, 
The  homage  that  we  bring; 
Ye  who  rejoice  when  finners  pray, 
Will  join  the  praife  we  Ting. 

4  While 
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4       While  all  his  wond'rous  works, 
Thro'  his  vaft  kingdom  fhew 
Their  Maker's  glory;  thou,  my  foul, 
Shalt  fing  his  praifes  too. 


PSALM     CIV.       Long  Metre. 

*The  Glory  of  God  in  Creation  and  Providence. 

i  MY  foul,  Jehovah's  praife  repeat, 
He  is  beyond  conception  great; 
With  aweful  majefty  array'd, 
And  light  his  fplendid  garment  made. 

2  Tike  curtains  he  expands  the  iky; 
In  chambers  where  his  waters  lie; 
His  chariot  of  the  clouds  he  forms, 
And  walks  upon  the  winged  ftorms. 

3  Winds  are  his  meiTengers,  his  will, 
As  fervants,  flaming  fires  fulfil ; 
While  all  the  pow'rs  of  nature  (land 
Prompt  to  obey  his  high  command. 

4  How 
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How  firm  the  world's  foundations  prove ! 
He  fix'd  them,  and  alone  can  move. 
He  binds  the  ocean  in  his  chain, 
Left  it  fhould  drown  the  earth  again. 

j  When  earth  was  cover'd  with  the  flood, 
Which  high  above  the  mountains  flood, 
He  thunder'd,  and  the  waters  fled 
Back  to  their  firfl  appointed  bed. 

5  Yet  thefe  convey'd  by  fecret  veins, 
Spring  on  the  hills,  and  feek  the  plains  $ 
From  cryftal  fountains  gently  flow, 
And  chear  the  v allies  as  they  go. 

1  The  cattle  there  their  thirft  allay, 
And  fpeak  their  joy  in  fportive  play; 
While  birds  their  thankful  fonnets'  raife, 
And  chide  our  filence  in  his  praife. 

PAUSE      I. 

8  God  from  his  cloudy  ciflerns  pours 
'  On  the  parch'd  earth  enriching  fhow'rs. 

The 
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The  grove,  the  garden,  and  the  fields 
A  thoufand  joyful  blefiings  yield. 

9  He  makes  the  graffy  food  arife, 
And  gives  the  cattle  large  fupplies; 
With  herbs  for  man,  of  various  kind, 
To  nourifh,  or  to  heal,  defign'd. 

10  O  blefs  his  name,  ye  Britons  !  fed 
With  nature's  chief  fupporter,  bread. 
While  bread  your  vital  ftrength  imparts, 
Serve  him  with  fervour  in  your  hearts. 

ii  He  fets  the  fun  his  circling  race, 
Appoints  the  moon  to  change  her  face; 
And  when  thick  darknefs  veils  the  day, 
Calls  favage  beafts  to  hunt  their  prey. 

12  The  lion  leads  his  young  abroad, 
And  roaring  afks  his  meat  from  God ; 
But  when  the  morning  beams  arife, 
Back  to  his  covert  fwiftly  flies. 

13  The 
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13  Then  man  to  daily  labour  goes; 
God  made  the  night  for  his  repofe : 
Sleep  is  his  gift,  that  fweet  relief 
For  tirefome  toil  and  wailing  grief. 

1 4  Nor  lefs  his  glories  in  the  fea,    . 
Where  fifh  in  countlefs  numbers  play  j 
Proclaiming  as  they  fkim  the  wave, 
The  mercy  which  their  being  gave. 

1 5  How  vaft  thy  works  !  how  great  thy  (kill ! 
Fleav'n,  earth,  and  fea,  thy  riches  fill; 
Thy  goodnefs  through  the  whole  we  fee, 
For  nature,  Lord,  is  full  of  thee. 


PAUSE       II. 
16  Vaft  are  thy  works,  almighty  Lord! 
All  nature  refts  upon  thy  word, 
And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  ftand 
Waiting  their  portion  from  thy  hand. 


17  While  each  receives  his  diff'rent  food, 
Their  chearful  looks  pronounce  it  good: 

Men, 
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Men,  birds,  and  beafts,  and  fifh,  and  worm:| 
Rejoice  and  praife  in  difFrent  forms. 

1 8  But  when  thy  face  is  hid,  they  mourn, 
And,  dying,  to  their  duft  return ; 
All  at  thy  will  their  fouls  refign, 
For  life  in  ev'ry  mode  is  thine. 

19  Yet  thou  canft  breathe  on  duft  again, 
And  fill  the  world  with  beafts  and  men. 
A  word  of  thy  creating  breath 
Repairs  the  waftes  of  time  and  death. 

20  Thy  works  of  goodnefs  and  of  might, 
We  view  with  wonder  and  delight; 

But  would,  with  deepeft  reverence,  praife; 
For  aweful  are  thy  glorious  ways. 

21  The  earth  ftands  trembling  at  thy  ftrokei 
And  at  thy  touch  the  mountains  fmokej 
Yet  humble  fouls  may  fee  thy  face, 
And  tell  their  wants  to  boundlefs  grace* 

12  II 
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11  In  thee  let  all  our  wi flies  meet, 

And  hope  and  love  make  worfhip  fweet; 
Our  pureft  pleafures  here  fupply, 
And  heav'n  at  laft  complete  our  joy. 

N.  B.  This  Pfalm  may  be  fung  to  the  Tune  of  the  old  112th, 
or  127th,  by  adding  thefe  two  Lines  to  every  Stanza: 

Great  is  the  Lord,  what  tongue  can  frame 
An  equal  honour  to  his  name ! 


PSALM  CV.     Abridged.     Com.  Metre. 

God's    Conducl   to   Ifrael,    and  the  Plagues   of 

Egypt. 

1  GIVE  thanks  to  God,  adore  his  name, 

And  tell  the  world  his  grace ; 
Through  all  the  earth  his  deeds  proclaim, 
That  all  may  feek  his  face. 

2  His  cov'nant  which  he  kept  in  mind 

For  num'rous  ages  pall:, 

To  num'rous  ages  yet  behind 

In  equal  force  fliall  laft. 

CL  3  He 
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3  He  fware  to  Abr'am  and  his  feed, 
And  made  his  cov'nant  good. 
The  promife  in  his  word  we  read, 
And  fee  how  firm  it  flood. 


K 


(C 


Thy  feed  in  Canaan's  land  mail  reft," 
(Said  the  Almighty  voice) 
And  as  thy  feed,  all  nations  bleft 
cc  Shall  in  my  grace  rejoice." 


5  How  large  the  grant !  how  rich  the  grace ! 

To  give  them  Canaan's  land, 
When  they  were  flrangers  in  the  place, 
A  fmall  and  feeble  band. 

6  Like  pilgrims  thro*  the  countries  round 

Securely  they  remov'd; 
And  haughty  kings  who  on  them  frown'd, 
Severely  he  reprov'd. 

7  "  Touch  mine  anointed,  and  my  arm 

cc  Shall  punifh  foon  the  wrong : 
cc  The  man  that  dares  my  prophets  harm, 


cc  Shall  know  their  God  is  ftrong." 


8  Thei 
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8  Then  let  the  world  forbear  its  rage, 

Nor  put  the  church  in  fear: 
They  muft  be  fafe  thro'  ev'ry  age, 
To  whom  the  Lord  is  near. 
PAUSE      I. 

9  When  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  faints, 

And  thus  provok'd  their  God  ; 
Mofes  was  fent  at  their  complaints, 
Arm'd  with  his  dreadful  rod. 

10  He  calPd  for  darknefs,  darknefs  came 

Like  an  overwhelming  flood; 
He  turn'd  each  lake,  and  ev'ry  dream 
To  lakes  and  ftreams  of  blood. 

1 1  He  gave  the  fign,  and  noifome  flies 

Thro'  the  whole  country  fpread; 
And  frogs  in  croaking  armies  rife 
About  the  monarch's  bed. 

12  Thro'  fields,  and  towns,  and  royal  feats, 

The  ten-fold  judgments  flew ; 
Their  herbs  and  trees  the  locufl  eats, 
And  hail  their  cattle  flew. 

Q^2  13  Then 
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13  Then  by  an  angel's  midnight  ftroke, 

The  flov/'r  of  Egypt  dy'd ; 
The  ftrength  of  ev'ry  houfe  was  broke, 
Their  glory  and  their  pride. 

14  Now  let  the  world  forbear  its  rage, 

Nor  put  the  church  in  fear; 
They  muft  be  fafe  thro'  ev'ry  age, 
To  whom  the  Lord  is  near. 

PAUSE      II. 

1 5  Thus  when  the  tribes  from  bondage  brought, 

Had  left  the  hated  ground : 

Safe  in  Jehovah  they  proceed,  J 

Nor  was  one  feeble  found. 

16  The  Lord  himfelf  chofe  out  their  way, 

And' mark' d  their  journies  right; 
Gave  them  a  leading  cloud  by  day, 
A  fiery  guide  by  night. 

17  They  thirrY;  the  Lord  of  nature  fpake, 

The  op'ning  rock  they  view; 
And  dreams  attend  the  way  they  take 
The  burning  defer t  through. 

18  Thus 
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1 8  Thus  guarded  by  th'  Almighty  hand, 

The  chofen  tribes  pofTefs'd 
Canaan  the  rich,  the  promis'd  land, 
And  there  enjoy'd  their  reft. 

1 9  Nor  fhall  the  richer  promife  fail 

To  Abr'am\  nobleft  fon, 
Till  through  the  world  that  truth  prevail, 
Which  in  his  gofpel  flio  ne  \ 

10  Till  all  who  love  the  Saviour's  name, 
And  well  his  grace  improve,  ' 
With  joy  his  faithfulnefs  proclaim, 
And  find  their  reft  above. 


PSALM   CVI.    Flrfl  Part,     Long  Metre. 

Praife  to  God-,  or,  Communion  with  Saints. 

1  T  O  God  the  great,  the  ever-bleft, 
Let  fongs  of  honour  be  addrefs'd; 
His  mercy  firm  for  ever  ftands ; 
Give  him  the  thanks  his  love  demands. 

Q^3  2  Who 
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i  Who  knows  the  wonders  of  thy  ways  ? 
Who  fhall  fulfil  thy  boundlefs  praife  ? 
Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  fear  thee  ftill, 
And  pay  their  duty  to  thy  will. 

3  With  thankful  hearts  thy  grace  we  own, 
WThich  faints  in  ev'ry  age  have  known  5 
And  flill  thy  grace  remains  the  fame. 
And  (till  we  truft  a  Father's  name. 

4  To  fee  thy  fervants,  Lord,  rejoice, 
To  aid  their  praifes  with  my  voice, 
This  were  my  glory :  let  me  be 

Still  joinM  with  them,  and  near  to  thee. 


PSALM    CVI.     Second  Part.  Short  Metre. 

Ifrael ptnijhed and pardoned •>  or,  God's  unchange- 
able Love. 

1       GOD  of  eternal  love, 
How  oft  did  Jacob's  race 
Their  own  inconftant  temper  prove, 
And  thy  forbearing  grace. 

2  They 


PSALMS.  175 

2  They  faw  thy  wonders  wrought, 
And  then  thy  praife  they  fung; 

But  foon  thy  works  of  pow'r  forgot, 
And  murmur'd  with  their  tongue. 

3  Now  they  believe  his  word, 
While  rocks  with  rivers  flow; 

Now,  with  their  lulls  provoke  the  Lord, 
And  he  reduc'd  them  low. 

4  But  when  they  mourn'd  their  faults^ 
He  pitied  all  their  woes; 

Still  kept  his  cov'nant  in  his  thoughts, 
And  fav'd  them  from  their  foes. 

5  Let  Ifr'el  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  bore  their  fathers'  ways; 

And  chriflians  join  the  folemn  word 
Amen,  to  all  the  praife. 

6  Yet  patience  has  its  bound, 
And  this  much  favour'd  race, 

The  juft,  but  dreadful  iiTue  found, 
Of  Hill  abufed  grace, 

7  Learn, 
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7       Learn,  Chriftians,  while  you  join 
His  mercy  to  proclaim, 
That  grace  and  righteoufnefs  combine 
To  form  his  glorious  name. 


PSALM   CVII.     Firfi  Part.    Long  Metre. 
Ifrael  led  to  Canaan,  and  Chriftians  to  Heaven. 

1  GIVE  thanks  to  God;  he  reigns  above: 
Kind  are  his  thoughts;  his  name  is  love; 
His  mercy  ages  paft  have  known, 

And  ages  long  to  come  fhall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  wonders  of  his  grace  record; 
Jfr'el,  the  nation  whom  he  chofe, 
And  refcu'd  from  their  mighty  foes. 

3  When  God's  almighty  arm  had  broke 
Their  fetters,  and  th'  Egyptian  yoke, 
They  trac'd  the  defert,  wand'ring  round 
A  wild  and  folitary  ground. 

4  With 
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4  With  various  fears  and  wants  diftrefs'd, 
There  could  they  find  no  place  of  reft; 
Nor  food,  nor  fountain,  to  afiuage 
Their  burning  thirft,  or  hunger's  rage. 

5  In  their  diftrefs  to  God  they  cry'd : 
God  was  their  faviour  and  their  guide; 
He  led  their  march  far  wand'ring  round. 
'Twas  the  right  path  to  Canaan's  ground. 

6  Thus  when  our  firft  releafe  we  gain 
From  fin's  hard  yoke  and  galling  chain, 
Befet  with  dangers  is  the  road 
Which  leads  us  to  our  wihYd  abode. 

7  Fie  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way, 
He  guides  our  footfteps  left  we  ftray ; 
He  guards  us  with  a  pow'rful  hand, 
And  brings  us  to  the  heav'nly  land. 

8  O  let  the  faints  with  joy  record 

The  truth  and  goodnefs  of  the  Lord ! 
How  great  his  works!  how  kind  his  ways! 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  CVII.     Second' Part.    Long  Metre. 

Correction  for  Sin>  and  Releajeby  Prayer. 

i  FROM  age  to  age  exalt  his  name, 
God  and  his  grace  are  dill  the  fame ; 
He  fills  the  hungry  foul  with  food, 
And  feeds  the  poor  with  needful  good. 

2  But  if  their  hearts  rebel,  and  rife 
Againfl  the  God  that  rules  the  fkies; 
They  who  reject  his  heavily  word, 
Shall  feel  the  judgments  of  the  Lord. 

3  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries, 
He  makes  the  dawning  light  arife ; 
And  foon  the  difmal  fhade  is  fled, 
That  hung  fo  heavy  round  their  head. 

4  He  cuts  the  bars  of  brafs  in  two, 
And  lets  the  fmiling  prisoners  thro'; 
Takes  off  the  load  of  guilt  and  grief, 
And  gives  the  lab'ring  foul  relief. 

5  O  may 
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5  O  may  the  Tons  of  men  record 

The  wond'rous  goodnefs  of  die  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  works !  how  kind  his  ways ! 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 


PSALM  CVII.    Fourth  Part.   Com.  Metre, 
The  Mariner's  Pfalm. 

1  LET  thofe,  thy  works  of  glory,  Lord, 

In  pious  menVry  keep, 
Who  fee  the  wonders  which  thy  word 
Produces  in  the  deep. 

2  At  thy  command  the  winds  arife, 

And  fwell  the  tow'ring  waves ; 
The  men  aflonifh'd  mount  the  Ikies, 
And  fink  in  gaping  graves, 

3  Again  they  climb  the  wat'ry  hill, 

And  plunge  in  deeps  again: 
They  reel  like  drunkards,  and  their  fkill 
And  courage  both  are  vain. 


tr 


4  Difmay'd 
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4  Difmay'd  to  hear  the  temped  roar, 

They  pant  with  fluttering  breath ; 
And  hopelefs  of  the  diftant  fhore, 
Expect  immediate  death. 

5  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries ; 

He  hears  the  loud  requeft, 
And  orders  filence  thro*  the  fkies, 
And  lays  the  floods  to  reft. 

6  Sailors  rejoice  to  lofe  their  fears, 

And  fee  the  ftorm  allay'd: 
Now  to  their  eyes  the  port  appears  -, 
There  let  their  vows  be  paid. 

7  'Tis  God  who  brings  them  fafe  to  landj 

Let  thoughtlefs  mortals  know 
That  waves  are  under  his  command, 
And  all  the  winds  that  blow. 

8  O  that  the  fons  of  men  would  prahe 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord ! 
And  thofe  who  fee  his  wond'rous  ways, 
His  wond'rous  love  record. 

'      PSALM 


PSALMS.  i8i 

PSALM     CIX.       Common  Metre. 
Love  to  Enemies  from  the  Example  of  Chrift. 

i  THOU  caufeft,  Lord,  thy  fun  to  fhine, 
Thy  rain  on  them  to  fall, 
Who  mod  tranfgrefs  the  law  divine ; 
For  thou  art  good  to  all. 

2  Thine  image  in  thy  Son  we  view, 

Who  full  of  grace  was  found, 
When  (landers  cruel  as  untrue 
Encompafs'd  him  around. 

3  Their  mi's'ries  his  companion  move, 

He  fried  for  them  his  blood; 
Who  render'd  hatred  for  his  love, 
And  evil  for  his  good* 

4  Their  malice  rages  all  his  days; 

He  pities  them  till  death ; 
And  pardon  for  his  murd'rers  prays, 
With  his  expiring  breath. 

R  5  Lec 
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5  Let  not  this  bright  example  mine, 

And  ineffectual  prove ; 
Like  his  my  fpirit,  Lord,  incline 
Mine  enemies  to  love. 

6  Good  for  their  evil  to  repay, 

Still  be  it  my  concern, 
Till  all  their  malice  melt  away. 
And  they  fhall  kindnefs  learn. 


PSALM   CXI.     FirJIParU     Com.  Metre, 

"The  Wijdom  of  God  in  his  Works,, 

i  SONGS  of  immortal  praife  belong 
To  my  almighty  God; 
Be  his  my  heart,  and  his  my  tongue> 
To  fpread  his  name  abroad. 

a  How  great  the  wonders  of  his  .hands  ! 
How  glorious  in  our  fight ! 
And  diftant  times,  and  diftant  lands 
Shall  view  them  with  delight. 

3  How 
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3  Flow  mod  exact  is  nature's  frame ! 

Plow  wife  th*  eternal  mind  ! 
.  His  fchemes  for  ever  are  the  fame 
That  his  firft  thoughts  defign'd. 

4  When  he  redeem'd  his  chofen  fons, 
*     He  fix'd  his  cov'nant  fure : 

The  orders  that  his  lips  pronounce 
To  endlefs  years  endure. 

5  The  earth  and  air,  and  fea,  and  flues* 

Thy  pow'r  and  grace  proclaim; 
What  fhall  we  do  to  make  us  wife, 
But  learn  to  read  thy  name? 

6  To  fear  thy  pow'r,  to  truft  thy  grace, 

Is  our  divined  (kill  5 
And  he's  the  wifeil  of  our  race, 
Who  bed  obeys  thy  will. 


R2  PSALM 
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PSALM  CXI.     Second  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

The  Verfeffions  of  God. 

i  GREAT  is  the  Lord  :  his  works  of  might 
Demand  our  noblefl  fongs; 
Let  his  afTembled  faints  unite 
Their  harmony  of  tongues. 

2  Great  is  the  mercy  of  the  Lord ; 
He  gives  his  children  food ; 
And  ever  mindful  of  his  word, 
He  makes  his  promife  good. 

2  His  Son,  the  great  Redeemer,  came 
To  feal  his  covenant  fure; 
Holy  and  revVend  is  his  name, 
His  ways  are  juft  and  pure. 

4  They  who  would  grow  divinely  wife, 
Mufl  with  his  fear  begin; 
Our  faireft  proof  of  knowledge  lies 
In  hating  ev'ry  fin. 

PSALM 
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PSALM     CXII.       Long  Metre. 
<The  BleJJings  of  the  Pious  and  Charitable. 

1  THRICE  happy  man  who  fears  the  Lord, 
Loves  his  commands,  and  trufts  his  word  3 
Honour  and  peace  his  days  attend, 
And  bleffings  to  his  feed  defcend. 

1  Companion  dwells  upon  his  mind, 

To  works  of  mercy  ftill  inclin'd; 
t    He  lends  the  poor  fome  prefent  aid, 
*  Or  gives  them,  not  to  be  repaid.. 

3  When  times  grow  dark^  and  tidings  fpread 
That  fill  his  neighbours  round  with  dread, 
His  heart  is  arm'd  againft  the  fear, 

For  God  with  all  his  pow'r  is  there. 

4  His  foul  well  fix'd  upon  the  Lord, 
Draws  heav'nly  courage  from  his  word  y 
Amidft  the  darknefs  light  mall  rife, 
To  chear  his  heart,  and  blefs  his  eyes. 

Rj  5  He 
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5  He  hath  difpers'd  his  alms  abroad, 
His  works  are  fall  before  his  God ; 
His  name  on  earth  fhall  long  endure. 
And  his  reward  in  heav'n  is  fure. 


PSALM     CXIII.     Proper  Tune. 
The  Majefiy  arid  Condefcenfion  of  God, 

i  YE  that  delight  to  ferve  the  Lord, 
The  honours  of  his  name  record, 

His  facred  name  for  ever  blefs : 
Where'er  the  circling  fun  difplays 
His  rifing  beams,,  or  fetting  rays, 

Let  lands  and  feas  his  pow'r  confefs. 

2  Nor  time,  nor  nature's  narrow  rounds 
Can  give  his  vail  dominion  bounds; 

Above  the  heav'ns  his  glories  rife : 
Nor  let,  or  man,  or  angel,  dare 
Their  little,  borrowed,  pow'r  compare 

With  that  which  built  the  earth  and  fides. 

3  Tis 
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Tis  from  the  fulnefs  of  his  love 
Pie  (loops  to  notice  worlds  above, 

Yet  bends  his  care  to  mortal  things : 
His  fov'reign  hand  can  raife  the  poor, 
Can  take  the  fuppliant  from  the  door, 

And  make  him  company  for  kings. 

His  goodnefs  equal  to  his  pow'r 
Loads  with  its  blefilngs  ev'ry  hour, 

And  fpreads  the  wide  creation  o'er. 
On  the  whole  earth  his  bounties  reft, 
Thro*  the  whole  earth  his  name  be  bleftj 

Since  all  receive,  let  all  adore. 


PSALM     CXIII.       Long  Metre. 

God  Sovereign  and  Gracious, 

YE  fervants  of  th'  almighty  King, 
In  ev'ry  age  his  praifes  fing; 
Where'er  the  fun  his  beams  difplays 
Let  all  the  nations  found  his  praife. 


2  His 
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a  His  throne  eternal  Hands  on  high, 
Above  the  earth,  beyond  the  iky, 
Nor  time  can  bound,  nor  place,  reftrain 
His  endlefs,  univerfal,  reign. 

3  Shall  they  who  live  but  by  his  care, 
Angels,  or  men,  with  God  compare? 
Supreme  in  glory,  who  alone, 
Imparts  to  all,  receives  from  none*. 

4  Angels  adore  that  wond'rous  grace 
Which  (loops  to  their  celeftial  race; 
What  words  that  goodnefs  then  can  mew3. 
Which  guides  our  mean  affairs  below! 

5  The  virtuous  poor  who  humbly  truft 
His  grace,  he  raifes  from  the  duft; 
Now  as  his  friends  and  children  owns. 
And  will  exalt  to  heav'niy  thrones, 
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PSALM    CXV.      Firft  Metre. 

The  true  God  our  Refuge,  or,  Idolatry  reproved* 

1  N  O  T  to  ourfelves,  who  are  but  duft, 
Not  to  ourfelves  is  glory  due ; 
Glory  be  thine,  thou  only  juft, 
Thou  only  gracious,  wife,  and  true. 

1  Diffufe  the  knowledge  of  thy  name, 
Nor  let  the  heathen's  haughty  tongue 
Infult  us,  and  to  raife  our  fhame, 
Say,  "  Where's  the  God,  you  ferv'd  fo  long  V' 

3  The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  throne 
Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  fkies; 
Thro'  all  the  earth  his  will  is  done, 

He  knows  our  griefs,  he  hears  our  cries. 

4  But  the  vain  idols  they  adore, 
Unconfcious  of  their  worfhip  Hand; 
From  wood  or  (lone,  or  glittering  ore, 
Created,  by  the  workman's  hand. 

5  With 
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5  With  eyes  and  ears,  they  carve  their  heads 
Deaf  are  their  ears,  their  eyes  are  blind  -> 
In  vain  are  coilly  ofPrings  made, 

■    And  vows  are  fcatter'd  in  the  wind. 

6  Their  kct  were  never  made  to  move, 
Nor  hands  to  fave  when  mortals  pray. 
Mortals  who  pay  them  fear  or  love, 
Are  furely  blind  and  deaf  as  they. 

7  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  our  hope  we  make, 
Thou  art  our  refuge,  and  our  reft; 

Thy  people  thou  wilt  ne'er  forfake, 
But  all  who  fear  thee  fn all  be  bleft. 

8  The  dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  praife; 
But  thou  from  filence  and  the  grave 
Thy  ileeping  fervants,-  Lord,  wilt  raife, 
And  lhew  the  world  thy  pow'r  to  fave. 
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>SALM  CXVT.    Second  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

lows  made  in  trouble  'paid  in  the  Church  \  or, 
Public  thanks  for  private  Deliverances. 

WHAT  fhall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  kindnefs  fhown  ? 
My  feet  fhall  vifit  thine  abode, 

My  fongs  addrefs  thy  throne. 

Among  the  faints  who  fill  thine  houfe 

My  ofPrings  fhall  be  paid; 
There  fhall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 

My  foul  in  anguifh  made. 

That  mercy  which  is  thy  delight, 

Reftor'd  expiring  breath  -> 
How  dear  thy  fervants  in  thy  fight! 

How  precious  is  their  death! 

How  happy  all  thy  people  are ! 

How  great  thy  grace  to  me ! 
My  life,  which  thou  haft  made  thy  care. 

Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

5  Now 


i92  PSALMS. 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 

Nor  fhall  my  purpofe  move; 
Thy  hand  hath  loos'd  my  bands  of  pain, 
And  bound  with  thofe  of  love. 

6  Here  in  thy  courts  I  leave  my  vow, 

And  thy  rich  grace  record ; 
Witnefs  ye  faints,  who  hear  me  now, 
If  I  forfake  the  Lord. 


PSALM     CXVII.       Common  Metre. 

Praije  to  God  from  all  Nations. 

i  O  ALL  ye  nations  praife  the  Lord, 
Each  with  a  difPrent  tongue ; 
In  ev'ry  language  learn  his  word, 
And  let  his  name  be  fung, 

1  His  mercy  reigns  thro'  ev'ry  land; 
Proclaim  his  grace  abroad; 
For  ever  firm  his  truth  mall  fland: 
Praife  ye  the  faithful  God* 
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PSALM    CXVII.      Long  Metre. 

1  FROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  Ikies 
Let  the  Creator's  praife  arife ; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  fling, 
Thro'  ev'ry  land,  by  ev'ry  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord, 

•  Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word : 
Thy  praife  fhall  found  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
Till  funs  fhall  rife  and  fet  no  more. 


P(8ALM     CXVII.       Short  Metre. 

THY  name,  almighty  Lord, 
Shall  found  thro'  aidant  lands : 
Great  is  thy  grace,  and  fure  thy  word; 
Thy  truth  for  ever  Hands. 

All  nations  thou  haft:  made : 
Let  all  their  God  adore, 
Till  morning  light  and  ev'ning  fhade 


Shall  be  exchang'd  no  more. 
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PSALM  CX VIII.    Fourth  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Ho/anna-,  the  Lcrd's-Day-,    or,  ChriftV  Refur- 
reffion>  and  our  Salvation, 

i  THIS  is  the  clay  the  Lord  hath  made  : 
He  calls  the  hours  his  own; 
Let  heav'n  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad, 
And  praife  furround  the  throne. 

1  To-day  arofe  our  glorious  head, 
And  death's  dread  empire  fell  3 
To-day  the  faints  his  triumph  fpread, 

And  all  its  wonders  tell. 

♦ 

3  Hofannah !  the  anointed  King, 

Afcends  his  deftin'd  throne; 
To  God  your  grateful  homage  bring, 
And  his  MefTrah  own. 

4  Sent  by  his  Father's  love,  he  came 

To  blefs  our  finful  race. 
Let  ail  adore  the  Father's  name, 
And  celebrate  his  grace. 

5  Adore 
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Adore  him  in  the  higheft  drains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raife. 

The  higheft  heav'ns  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praife. 


PSALM    CXVIII.       Short  Metre. 

in  Hofanna  for  the  Lord*s-Day,    or,    A  neiv 
Song  for  Salvation  by  Chrift. 

1       THE  man  of  many  woes, 
To  fhame  and  death  betray'd, 
Hath  God,  for  fo  his  wifdom  chofe, 
A  Prince  and  Saviour  made. 

1       The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine, 
And  wond'rous  in  our  eyes  3 
This  day  proclaims  it  all  divine. 
This  day  did  Jefus  rife. 

3       We  hail  the  glorious  day, 

With  thankful  heart  and  voice, 
Which  chas'd  each  painful  doubt  away, 
And  bade  the  church  rejoice. 

S  2  4  Since 
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4  Since  he  hath  left  the  grave, 
His  promifes  are  true; 

And  each  exalted  hope  he  gave, 
Conflrm'd  of  God  we  view. 

5  O  come  the  happy  hour, 
When  all  the  earth  fhall  own  • 

Thy  Son,  O  God,  declar'd  with  pow'r, 
i    And  worfhip  at  thy  throne. 

6  That  we  poffefs  thy  word 

.    Which  all  this  grace  difplays, 
Accept,  thou  Father  of  our  Lord, 
Our  facrifice  of  praife. 


PSALM     CXVIII.       Long  Metre. 

An  Hofanna  for  the  Lord's-Day ,  or,  A  new  Song 
for  Salvation  by  Chrift. 

1  BEHOLD  the  chofen  corner-Hone 
Thrown  from  the  builder's  fcornful  hands ! 
But  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 
And  firm  the  glorious  fabric  frands. 

2  Great 
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2  Great  God !  the  work  is  all  divine, 
The  joy  and  wonder  of  our  eyes  -, 
This  is  the  day  that  proves  it  thine, 
The  day  that  faw  our  Saviour  rife. 

3  Sinners  rejoice,  and  faints  be  glad : 
Thy  name,  great  God,  be  ever  bled; 
And  on  the  Saviour's  rev'rend  head 
Let  endlefs  peace  and  glory  reft. 

4  In  God's  own  name  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  to  our  dying  race; 

Let  the  whole  church  revere  their  King, 
And  celebrate  his  Father's  grace. 


PSALM  CXIX.    FirJiPart,    Com.  Metre. 

the  Blejfednefs  of  Saint sy  and  Mifery  of  Sinners. 

1  BLEST  are  the  undefiTd  in  heart, 
Who  life  with  God  begin, 
Nor  from  him  wilfully  depart, 
But  fly  from  ev'ry  fin. 

S3  a  Blefl: 
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2  Blell  are  the  men  who  keep  his  word, 

And  praclife  his  commands : 
With  their  whole  heart  they  feek  the  Lord, 
And  ferve  him  with  their  hands. 

3  Great  is  their  peace  who  love  his  law; 

How  firm  their  fouls  abide ! 
Nor  can  a  bold  temptation  draw 
Their  fleady  feet  afide. 

4  Then  mall  my  heart  have  conftant  joy, 

My  face  be  kept  from  fhame, 
When  I  with  all  his  will  comply, 
And  fear  and  love  his  name.  * 


PSALM  CXIX.     Second  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Secret  Devotion  and  fpiritual  Mindednefs  -3    or, 
Conftant  Converfe  with  God. 

I  T  O  thee,  before  the  dawning  light, 
My  gracious  God,  I  pray; 
I  call  upon  thee  ev'ry  night, 
And  keep  thy  law  by  day. 

2  On 
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,2  On  thee  my  fpirit  firmly  (lays 
In  time  of  trouble,  Lord  ; 
And  though  falvation  long  delays, 
I  trull  thy  faithful  word. 

3  From  day  to  day  I  lift  my  hands, 

And  pay  my  thanks  to  thee; 
Thy  righteous  providence  demands 
Repeated  praife  from  me. 

4  When  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  Ikies, 

I  call  thy  works  to  mind ; 
My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rife, 
And  fweet  acceptance  find. 


PSALM   CXIX.    Third  Part.    Com.  Metre 

Profeffions  of  'Sincerity ,  Repentance ,  and  Obedience, 

1  THOU  art  my  portion,  O  my  God; 
Soon  as  I  know  thy  way, 
Difpofe  me  to  obey  thy  word, 
And  fuffer  no  •delay. 

2  I  chufe 
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2  I  chufe  the  path  of  heav'nly  truth, 

And  glory  in  my  choice  -} 
Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 
Could  make  me  fo  rejoice. 

3  The  teftimonies  of  thy  grace, 

I  fet  before  my  eyes : 
Thence  I  derive  my  daily  ftrength, 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 

4  Whene'er  I  wander  from  thy  path, 

I  think  upon  my  ways; 
Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands, 
And  pard'ning  mercy  praife. 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 

O  fave  thy  fervant,  Lord; 
Thou  art  my  fhield,  my  hiding  place : 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word. 

6  Incline,  O  Lord,  this  heart  of  mine 

Thy  ilatutes  to  fulfil : 
And  thus  till  mortal  life  fhall  end 
May  I  perform  thy  will. 

,      PSALM 
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PSALM  CXIX.    Fourth  Part.   Com.  Metre. 

Inflruclion  from  Scripture. 

i  HOW  fhall  the  young,  O  Lord,  their  hearts 
And  lives  from  fin  fecure; 
Thy  word  the  choiceft  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  them  always  pure. 

2  When  once,  it  enters  to  the  mind, 

It  fpreads  fuch  light  abroad, 
The  meaner!  fouls  inftruclion  find, 
And  raife  their  thoughts  to  God. 

3  'Tis  like  the  fun,  a  heav'nly  light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  day  5 
And  thro*  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

4  The  men  who  keep  thy  law  with  care, 

And  meditate  thy  word, 
Grow  wifer  than  their  teachers  are, 
And  better  know  the  Lord. 

5  Thy 
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5  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wife  s 

The  Tinners  path  I  flee : 
I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rife, 
And  love  to  walk  with  thee. 

6  The  earth  and  ftars  thy  rule  obey, 

And  keep  their  ftation  flill ; 
And  thefe  thy  fervants  night  and  day, 
Proclaim  thy  pow'r  and  [kill. 

7  But  ftill  thy  law  and  gofpel,  Lord, 

Have  leffons  more  divine: 
Not  earth  ftands  firmer  than  thy  word, 
Nor  ftars  fo  brightly  mine. 

8  Thy  word  is  everlafting  truth, 

How  pure  is  ev'ry  page ! 
That  holy  book  fhall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  fupport  our  age. 
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PSALM   CXIX.     Fifth  Part,     Com.  Metre. 

Delight  in  Scripture;    or,  The  Word  of  God 
dwelling  in  us. 

1  MY  Father,  let  thy  holy  law! 

Be  daily  my  delight; 
And  thence  let  meditation  draw, 
Divine  advice  by  night. 

2  In  fleeplefs  nights  and  anxious  days, 

To  meditate  thy  word, 
The  troubles  of  my  bread  allays, 
And  gives  me  comfort,  Lord. 

3  Well  may  thy  word  my  heart  engage ! 

And  well  employ  my  tongue ! 
Which  through  my  years  of  pilgrimage, 
Yields  me  a  heav'nly  fong." 

4.  Am  I  a  ftranger,  or  at  home : 
'Tis  a  divine  repaft; 
Sweeter  than  honey  from  the  comb 
To  men  of  pious  tafte. 

5  No 
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5  No  treafures  fo  enrich  the  mind ; 

Nor  fhall  thy  word  be  fold 
For  loads  of  filver  well  refin'd, 
Nor  heaps  of  choiceft  gold. 

6  My  feeble  fpirits,  when  they  droop, 

Thy  promifes  can  raife. 
As  pillars  they  fupport  my  hope, 
And  there  I  write  thy  praife. 


PSALM  CXIX.     Sixth  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Holinefs  and  Comfort  from  the  Word. 

i  LORD,  I  efteem  thy  judgments  right, 
And  all  thy  fratutes  juft ; 
Thence  I  maintain  a  conflant  fight, 
With  ev'ry  flatt'ring  lufl. 

i  Thy  precepts  often  I  furvey : 
I  keep  thy  law  in  fight, 
Thro'  all  the  bufmefs  of  the  day, 
To  form  my  actions  right. 

3  My 
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3  My  heart  in  midnight  filence  cries, 

"  How  fweet  thy  comforts  be  I" 

My  thoughts  in  holy  wonder  rife. 

And  bring  their  thanks  to  thee. 

4  The  truths  thy  facred  word  contains 

Can  more  of  joy  beftow, 
Than  mighty  men  from  all  their  gains, 
And  all  their  honours,  know. 


PSALM  CXIX.     Eighth  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

The  Word  of  God  is  the  Saints  Portion ;  or,  The 
Excellency  and  Variety  of  Scripture. 

1  LORD,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice, 
There  folid  peace  I  find ; 
It  makes  my  nobleft  pow'rs  rejoice, 
And  trains  for  heav'n  my  mind. 

ft  I'll  read  the  hifl'ries  of  thy  love, 
And  keep  thy  laws  in  fight, 
While  thro'  thy  promifes  I  rove, 
With  ever-frefh  delight. 

T  3  Ti« 
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3  'Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  fprings  of  life  arife, 
Seeds  of  immortal  blifs  are  fown, 
And  hidden  glory  lies* 

4  The  bed  relief  that  mourners  have> 

It  makes  our  forrows  bleft : 
For  there  our  hopes  beyond  the  grave., 
On  fure  foundations  reft. 


PSALM  CXIX.     Ninth  Pari.     Com.  Metre. 

Defire  of  Knowledge -,    or,  'The  Teaching  of  the 
Spirit  with  the  Word. 

i  THY  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lord, 
How  good  thy  works  appear  5 
Open  my  eyes  to  read  thy  word, 
And  ,fee  thy  wonders  there. 

2  Fafhion'd  by  thine  Almighty  hand, 
By  thee  fupported  ftill, 
O  may  I  always  underiland, 
And  always  do,  thy  will. 

3  Since 
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3  Since  I'm  a  Granger  here  below, 

Thy  path  kt  nothing  hide; 
But  mark  the  road  my  feet  fhould  go, 
And  be  my  tconftant  guide. 

4  I  mourn,  O  Lord,  with  broken  heart 

My  v/and'rings  from  thy  way : 
The  teachings  of  thy  grace  impart, 
That  I  no  more  may  ftray. 

5  If  God  to  me  his  ftatutes  fhew, 

And  heav'nly  wifdom  give, 
His  work  for  ever  I'll  purfue, 
And  to  his  glory  live. 

6  This  was  my  comfort  when  I  bore 

Variety  of  grief; 
It  made  me  learn  thy  word  the  more, 
And  fly  to  that  relief. 

7  The  proud  may  fcorn  me,  but  I  know 

The  value  of  thy  law; 
Nor  will  I  let  that  gofpel  go, 
Whence  all  my  hopes  I  draw. 

T  2  -  8  When 
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8  When  I  have  learn'd  my  Father's  will, 
I'll  teach  the  world  his  ways  j 
My  bofom  grateful  zeal  (hall  fill, 
My  lips  pronounce  his  praife. 


PSALM   CXIX.    Eleventh  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Breathing  after  Holine/s. 

i  O  THAT  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways, 
To   keep  his  ftatutes  (till ! 
O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will ! 

2  In  deeper!  characters  imprefs 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart ! 
By  ilander  let  me  ne'er  tranfgrefs, 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 

3  From  vanity  turn  ofT  my  eyes; 

Let  no  corrupt  defign, 
Nor  covetous  delires  arife 
Within  this  foul  of  mine. 

4.  Order 
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4  Order  my  footfteps  by  thy  word, 

And  make  my  heart  fincere  -, 
Let  fin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  confcience  clear. 

5  Aflift  my  foul,  too  apt  to  fcray, 

A.  ftrider  watch  to  keep; 
And  fince  I've  not  forgot  thy  way, 
Reflore  thy  wand'ring  fheep. 

6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands, 

'Tis  a  delightful  road ; 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands, 
Offend  againft  my  God. 


PSALM   CXIX.    Thirteenth  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Holy  Fear,  and  Tendemefs  of  Confcience, 

1  HUMBLY  I  feek  my  Father's  face, 
O  let  me  never  ftray 
From  thy  commands,  O  God  of  grace, 
Nor  tread  the  firmer s  way  ! 

T  3  1  Deep 
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2  Deep  in  my  heart  thy  laws  abide, 

To  keep  me  pure  within ; 
My  erring  iteps  aright  to  guide, 
And  guard  from  ev'ry  fin. 

3  I  love  the  company  of  thofe 

Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord ; 
Nor  ever  for  my  friends  have  chofe 
Men  who  deride  thy  word. 

4  While  fmners  do  thy  gofpel  wrong, 

My  fpirit  flands  in  awe; 
My  foul  abhors  a  fcoffer's  tongue, 
But  loves  thy  righteous  law. 

5  With  joy  and  gratitude  I  hear     - 

Thy  promifes,  O  Lord ; 
And  read,  imprefs'd  with  facred  fear, 
The  threatnings  of  thy  word. 

6  My  God,  I  pray,  I  hope,  I  wait, 

For  thy  falvation  full  -, 
Let  thy  whole  law  be  my  delight, 
And  mine  thy  holy  will. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  CXIX.  Fourteenth  Part.  Com.  Metre. 
Benefit  of  Jffliftions,  and  Support  under  them, 

LORD  I  have  found,  'tis  good  for  me 

To  bear  my  Father's  rod  j 
Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law, 

And  live  upon  my  God. 

2  This  is  the  comfort  I  enjoy, 

When  new  diftrefs  begins; 
I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  way, 
And  hate  my  former  fins. 

3  Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight, 

When  earthly  joys  were  fled, 
My  foul,  opprefs'd  with  forrows  weight, 
Had  funk  among  the  dead. 

4  I  know  thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  right, 

Tho'  grievous  they  may  prove; 
The  fliarpefb  fufPrings  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithful  love. 

5  Before 
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5  Before  I  knew  thy  chafl'ning  rod, 
My  feet  were  apt  to  ftray ; 
But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  word, 
Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 


PSALM   CXIX.    Fifteenth  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Holy  Resolutions. 

i  O  THAT  thy  ftatutes  ev'ry  hour 
Might  dwell  upon  my  mind ! 
Thence  mould  I  feel  a  quick'ning  pow'r, 
And  daily  peace  fhould  find. 

2  To  meditate  thy  precepts,  Lord, 

Shall  be  my  fweet  employ ; 
My  foul  mail  ne'er  forget  thy  word, 
But  make  it  all  my  joy. 

3  Fain  would  I  run  in  thy  commands ; 

Do  thou  my  heart  difcharge 
From  each  bad  pailion's  hatefol  bands, 
And  fet  my  feet  at  large  ? 

4  My 
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4  My  lips  with  courage  fhall  declare 

Thy  ftatutes  and  thy  name ; 
Whatever  lofs,  or  fcorn,  I  bear, 
Nor  yield  to  fear,  or  fhame. 

5  Let  thofe  depart  who  wifh  to  draw 

My  hands  or  heart  to  ill ; 
I'll  keep  my  Maker's  holy  law, 
And  bow  to  all  his  will. 


PSALM  CXIX.    Sixteenth  Part.    Com.  Metre. 
Prayer  for  quickening  Grace. 

1  M  Y  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  duft ; 

Lord.,  give  me  life  divine : 
From  vain  defires,  and  ev'ry  luft, 
Turn  off  thefe  eyes  of  mine. 

2  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace 

To  fpeed  me  in  thy  way. 
Left  I  fhould  loiter  in  my  race. 
Or  turn  my  feet  aftray. 


3  When 
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3  When  by  affliction  fore  opprefs'd, 

Grant  me  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs ; 
Thy  word  which  I  have  made  my  reft, 
Shall  chear  my  darker!  hours. 

4  Are  not  thy  mercies  plenteous  (till, 

And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  aid  me  to  fulfil 
Each  purpofe  of  thy  rod  ? 

5  Does  not  my  heart  thy  precepts  love, 

And  long  to  fee  thy  face? 
And  yet  how  flowly  do  I  move, 
Without  enliv'ning  grace; 


6  Then  fhall  I  more  thy  gofpel  prize, 
And  its  true  value  fee; 
When  more  to  heav'n  it  turns  my  eyes, 
And  nearer  brings  to  thee. 


PSALM 
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PSALM    CXIX.      Lajl  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Sanfiified  Affliflions-,    or,  Delight  in  the  Word 

of  God 

1  FATHER,  I  blefs  thy  gentle  hand; 
How  kind  was  thy  chaftifmg  rod, 
That  fore'd  my  confeience  to  a  fland, 
And  brought  my  wand'ring  foul  to  God  I 

2  Foolifh  and  vain,  I  went  aflray, 
'Ere  I  had  felt  thy  fcourges,  Lord ; 
I  left  my  guide,  and  loft  my  wayj 
But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  word. 

3  'Tis  good  for  me  to  wear  the  yoke, 
For  pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  fweli; 
'Tis  good  to  bear  my  Father's  ftroke,- 
That  I  might  learn  his  ftatutes  well. 

$.  The  law  that  iffues  from  thy  mouth, 
Shall  raife  my  chearful  paflions  more 
Than  all  the  treaiures  of  the  South, 
Or  Weftern  hills  of  golden  ore. 

5  My 
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5  My  frame  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  hands,. 
O  form  my  fpirit  right  within ; 
Teach  me  to  live  by  thy  commands, 
And  guard  me  fafe  from  ev'ry  fin. 

6  Then  will  I  ever  blefs  the  Lord, 
Whofe  favour  I  have  made  my  choice ; 
And  firmly  hoping  in  his  word, 

In  ev'ry  changing  fcene  rejoice. 


PSALM     CXXI.       Long  Metre. 

Divine  Protection. 

i  UP  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
Where  all  my  hope  for  ever  lies ; 
There  my  almighty  refuge  lives, 
The  God  who  ev'ry  bleffing  gives, 

2  He  lives,  the  univerfal  Lord, 
And  earth  and  feas  obey  his  word; 
His  pow'r  the  heav'nly  world  fuftains, 
And  o'er  the  realms  of  death  he  reigns. 


3  H( 
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3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way; 
His  morning  fmiles  blefs  all  the  day : 
The  night  is  his,  and  he  will  keep 
The  hours  of  filence  while  we  fleep. 

4  His  fervants  thus  divinely  bleft, 
May  rife  fecure,  fecurely  reft; 
Their  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Admit  no  flumber  nor  furprize. 

5  No  fun  fhall  fmite  their  head  by  day, 
Nor  the  pale  moon,  with  fickly  ray, 
Shall  blaft  their  couch;  no  baleful  ftar 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  fo  far. 

6  With  fiercer!  rage  iliould  malice  burn, 
Still  they  fhall  go,  and  ftill  return, 
Safe  in  the  Lord ;  his  heav'nly  care 
Defends  from  each  furrounding  fnare. 

7  Through  life  protected  by  his  pow'r, 
To  him  they  truft  its  clofing  hour; 
And  willing,  at  his  call,  they  die, 
In  hope  of  endlefs  life  and  joy, 

U  ,        PSALM 
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PSALM    CXXI.     Common  Metre. 

Preservation  by  Day  and  Night. 

i  THE  God  who  built  the  earth  and  fkies, 
I  have  my  refuge  made; 
To  him  I  lift  my  waiting  eyes, 
For  he  can  always  aid. 

2  No  evil  mall  the  men  befal 

"Whom  he  defigns  to  keep: 
His  ear  attends  the  fofteft  call; 
His  eyes  can  never  fleep. 

3  He  can  fuftain  our  weakeft  pow'rs 

With  his  Almighty  arm, 
And  watch  our  moft  unguarded  hours 
Againft  impending  harm. 

4  Rejoice  ye  faints,  his  help  is  near, 

And  you  may  truft  his  word; 
What  can  they  ever  have  to  fear 
Whofe  guardian  is  the  Lord  ? 

5  Nor 
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5  Nor  fcorching  fun,  nor  fickly  moon, 

Without  his  leave  can  fmite ; 
He  fhields  your  head  from  burning  noon, 
From  noxious  damps  at  night. 

6  Tho*  dangers  hang  on  ev'ry  breath, 

From  ev'ry  quarter  come; 
Go  and  return,  fecure  from  death, 
Till  God  commands  you  home. 


PSALM   CXXI.     As  the  148th  Pfalm. 

God  our  Preferver, 

1  UPWARD  I  life  mine  eyes, 
From  God  is  all  my  aid; 
The  God  who  built  the  fkies, 
And  earth's  foundations  laid. 

God  is  the  tow'r 

To  which  I  fly; 

His  grace  is  nigh 

In  ev'ry  hour. 

U  2  2  No 
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2  No  evil  mall  befal 
The  objects  of  his  care, 
Since  God,  the  Lord  of  all, 
Defends  from  ev'ry  fnare. 

Thofe  wakeful  eyes 

That  never  fleep, 

His  fervants  keep, 

When  dangers  rife. 


>£r 


3  No  burning  heats  by  day, 
Nor  blafts  of  ev'ning  air, 
Shall  take  my  health  away, 
While  God  is  pleas'd  to  fpare: 

The  fame  his  grace, 
The  fame  his  pow'r, 
At  ev'ry  hour, 
In  ev'ry  place. 

4  He  gives  his  holy  word 
To  fave  from  endlefs  death; 
And  I  can  truft  the  Lord 
To  keep  my  mortal  breath. 


I'll 
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I'll  go  and  come, 
Nor  fear  to  die, 
Till  from  on  high 
He  call  me  home. 


PSALM    CXXII.      Common  Metre. 

Going  to  Public  Worjhip, 

1  HOW  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

My  friends  devoutly  fay, 
cc  Let  us  in  God's  own  houfe  appear, 
"  And  keep  the  folemn  day!" 

2  I  chufe  the  path  thy  faints  have  trod,. 

And  go  to  feek  thy  face ; 
For  there  our  Father  and  our  God, 
Reveals  his  wond'rous  grace. 

3  Up  to  his  courts  with  joys  unknown 

His  fervants  fhall  repair, 
And  humbly  bow  before  his  throne, 
In  thankfulnefs  and  pray'r. 

U  3  4  Their 
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4  Their  pray'rs  and  praifes  while  he  hears, 

His  kind  paternal  voice 
Difpels  the  contrite  finner's  fears, 
And  bids  his  faints  rejoice. 

5  Peace  be  within  this  facred  place, 

And  joy  a  conftant  gueft  ! 
With  holy  gifts  and  heav'nly  grace 
Be  her  attendants  bled! 

6  My  foul  fhall  love  thy  churches  ftill, 

While  life  or  breath  remains; 
Their  ftation  there  my  brethren  fill, 
And  there  my  Father  reigns. 


PSALM     CXXII.      Proper  Tune. 
Going  to  Public  Worfmp, 

WE  own  the  grace  divine 

Which  all  unites  to  join, 
And  praife  and  feek  their  God  to  day. 

We  would  with  willing  feet, 

Lord,  in  thy  temple  meet, 
United  homage  glad  to  pay. 

2  Thrice 


PSALMS.  223 

Thrice  happy  is  the  place 

Where  God  unveils  his  face, 
The  pureft  pleafures  there  are  found. 

His  fervants  there  appear 

To  pray,  and  praife,  and  hear 
The  facred  gofpel's  joyful  found. 

There  God  hath  fix'd  his  throne, 

There  makes  his  pleafure  known, 
Reveals  his  grace  and  juftice  there. 

He  bids  the  faints  rejoice, 

While  finners  hear  his  voice, 
And  learn  his  holy  name  to  fear. 

May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 

And  joy  within  thee  wait, 
To  blefs  the  foul  of  ev'ry  gueft. 

The  man  that  feeks  thy  peace, 

And  wifhes  thine  increafe, 
A  thoufand  bleflings  on  him  reft ! 

My  foul  fhall  pray  again, 
Peace  with  this  houfe  remain, 

For 
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For  there  my  friends  and  brethren  dwell  \ 

And  fince  my  Father  there 

Draws  to  his  children  near, 
My  foul  fhall  ever  love  thee  well. 

Repeat  the  fourth  ftanza  to  complete  the  tune. 


PSALM     CXXIV.      Long  Metre. 
A  Song  for  the  Fifth  of  November. 

1  HAD  not  the  Lord,  may  Britain  fay, 
Had  not  the  Lord  maintain'd  our  fide, 
When  men,  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 
Rofe  like  the  fwelling  of  the  tide  -y 

2  The  fwelling  tide  had  ftop'd  our  breath, 
So  fiercely  did  the  waters  roll ; 

We  had  been  fwallow'd  deep  in  death; 
Proud  waters  had  o'erwhelm'd  our  foul. 

3  We  leap  for  joy,  we  fhout  and  fing, 
Who  juft  efcap'd  the  fatal  ftroke ; 
So  flies  the  bird,  with  chearful  wins:, 
When  once  the  fowler's  fnare  is  broke. 

4  For 
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[.  For  ever  blefTed  be  the  Lord, 
Who  broke  the  fowler's  cruel  fnare  j 
Who  fav'd  us  from  the  murd'ring  fword, 
And  made  our  lives  and  fouls  his  care. 

;  Our  help  is  in  Jehovah' %  name, 
Who  form'd  the  earth,  and  built  the  fkies ; 
He  that  upholds  that  wond'rous  frame, 
Guards  his  own  church  with  watchful  eyes. 


PSALM    CXXV.      Short  Metre. 

'be  Saints  'Trial  and  Safety,    or,    Moderated 
Afflictions* 

HOW  firm  their  ground  of  hope 
Who  reft  upon  the  Lord ! 
Firm  as  the  earth's  foundations  ftand ; 
For  faithfulis  his  word. 

Though  threatening  dangers  may 
•  On  ev'ry  fide  be  found, 
Their  God  with  his  almighty  love 
Can  guard  them  all  aroud. 

3  Or 
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3  Or  if  a  Father's  love 
Permit  a  chaft'ning  ftroke, 

Yet  left  it  wound  their  fouls  too  deep, 
Its  force  is  kindly  broke. 

4  The  Lord  will  gently  deal 
With  thofe  whofe  faith  and  fear, 

Whofe  hope  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace, 
Proclaim  their  hearts  fincere. 

5  Nor  fuffers  he  his  faints 
Too  long  to  be  opprefs'd, 

But  will  fupport  them  left  they  faint, 
And  give  them  timely  reft. 

6  They  who  forfake  his  ways, 
Their  forrows  fhall  increafe; 

But  they  who  to  the  end  endure, 
Shall  find  eternal  peace. 


PSALM 
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PSALM    CXXVII.     Common  Metre. 
God  all  in  all, 

1  IF  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny, 

The  builders  work  in  vain; 
And  towns,  without  his  wakeful  eye, 
An  ufelefs  watch  maintain ; 

2  Before  the  morning  beams  arife, 

Your  bufy  cares  renew, 
And,  till  the  ftars  afcend  the  Ikies, 
The  tirefome  path  purfue. 

3  Short  be  your  fleep,  and  coarfe  your  fare; 

Till  God  upon  them  fmile, 
Vain  is  your  thrift,  and  vain  your  care^ 
And  all  your  round  of  toil. 

4  Or  fliould  fuccefs  your  aims  attend, 

No  blefling  will  it  prove, 
Nor  all  the  gifts  his  pow'r  can  fend^ 
Pofiefs'd  without  his  love. 

PSALM 
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PSALM    CXXVIII.      Common  Metre. 

Family  Bleffings. 

i  O  HAPPY  man,  whofe  duty  fprings 
From  filial  zeal  and  awe; 
To  God  who  cordial  worfhip  brings, 
And  loves  to  keep  his  law. 

2  A  careful  providence  fhall  ftand, 

And  ever  guard  thy  head  -, 
Smile  on  the  labours  of  thy  hand, 
And  facred  comfort  fhed. 

3  The  Lord  fhall  thy  beft  hopes  complete 

For  months  and  years  to  come : 
The  Lord  for  ever  good  and  great, 
Shall  fend  thee  bleffings  home, 

4  This  is  the  man  whofe  happy  eyes 

Shall  fee  his  houfe  increafe ; 
Shall  fee  the  linking  church  arile> 
Then  leave  the  world  in  peace, 

PSALM 
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PSALM     CXXX.       Long  Metre. 
Pardoning  Grace, 

1  WERT  thou  fevere  our  faults  to  mark, 
Who,  Lord,  could  ftand  before  thine  eye  ? 
Opprefs'd  with  terrors  ftrong  and  dark, 
Well  might  the  confcious  fpirit  die. 

2  But  there's  forgivenefs,  Lord,  with  thee, 
The  humble  penitent  to  chear; 

That  all  who  thy  rich  mercy  fee, 
May  hope  and  love,  as  well  as  fear. 

3  More  welcome  than  the  morning's  face 
To  thofe  who  long  for  breaking  day, 
Great  God,  is  that  abundant  grace 
Which  thy  kind  promifes  difpiay. 

4  Our  truft  is  fix'd  upon  thy  word, 
Nor  fhall  wTe  truft  thy  word  in  vain : 
Let  contrite  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
And  find  relief  from  all  their  pain. 

X  5  His 
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5  His  love  unfpeakable  we  praife, 
Who,  by  the  gofpel  of  his  Son, 
Reclaims  us  from  our  finful  ways, 
And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 


PSALM    CXXXI.      Common  Metre. 

Humility  and  Submijjion. 

iIS  there  ambition  in  my  heart  ? 
Search,  gracious  God,  and  fee  5 
Or  do  I  act  a  haughty  part  ? 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  thee. 

a  I  charge  my  thoughts,  be  humble  ftill, 
And  all  my  carriage  mild ; 
Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  will, 
And  quiet  as  a  child. 

3  The  patient  foul,  the  lowly  mind, 
Have  large  rewards  above : 
Let  faints  in  forrow  lie  refign'd, 
And  truft  their  Father's  love. 

PSALM 
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PSALM     CXXXII.      Long  Metre. 

At  the  Settlement  of  a  Church-,  or,  'The  Ordina- 
tion of  a  Mintfter. 

1  WHERE  fhall  we  go  to  feek,  and  find 
An  habitation  for  the  Lord  ? 

For  the  fupreme,  eternal  mind, 
What  dwelling  can  the  earth  afford  ? 

2  The  God  of  Jacob  chofe  the  hill 
Of  Zion  for  his  ancient  reft; 

His  churches  are  his  dwelling  flill, 
And  with  his  fpecial  prefence  bleft. 

3  cc  Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  throne, 
cc  And  reign  for  over,  faith  the  Lord ; 

fC  Here  fhall  my  pow'r  and  love  be  known, 
cc  And  bleflings  fhall  attend  my  word. 

4  fC  Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  poor, 

cc  And  fill  their  fouls  with  living  bread j 
"  Sinners  that  wait  before  my  door, 
"  With  fweet  provifion  fhall  be  fed. 

X  2  5  «  Girded 
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5  cc  Girded  with  truth  and  righteoufnefs, 
cc  My  faithful  minifters  fhall  fhine; 
cc  Not  Aaron  in  his  coftly  drefs 
Made  an  appearance  fo  divine. 


cc 


6  "  Here  fhall  my  fons  and  daughters  grow 
<c  In  wifdom,  holinefs,  and  joy, 
"  Till  ripen'd  in  the  church  below, 
For  a  more  glorious  church  on  high." 


cc 
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A  Church  eftablijhed. 

i  THE  Lord  in  Zion  plac'd  his  name, 
His  ark  was  fettled  there : 
To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came 
To  worfhip  thrice  a  year. 

a  But  we  no  fuch  appointments  know : 
If  worfhip  be  fincere, 
Where'er  to  offer  it  we  go, 
The  houfe  of  God  is  there. 

3  Here 


PSALMS.  233 

3  Here  we  attend  upon  thy  word, 

<  And  bow  before  thy  throne  -, 
Grant  us  thy  fpecial  prefence,  Lord :' 
Thy  fuppliant  people  own. 

4  Here,  mighty  God !  accept  our  vows, 

Here  let  thy  praife  be  fpread; 
Blefs  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe, 
And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

5  Here  let  the  Saviour's  gofpel  fhine 

With  pure  and  pow'rful  rays ; 
Our  ev'ry  temper  well  refine, 
And  guide  in  all  our  ways. 

6  And  let  his  blefTed  gofpel  fried 

Its  light  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
Till  all  fhall  own  him  for  their  head, 
And  all  his  God  adore. 
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PSALM    CXXXIII.      Short  Metre. 

Brotherly  Love. 

1  HOW  happy  mud  it  be, 
How  pleafing,  Lord,  the  fight, 

When  mutual  love,  and  love  to  thee, 
A  family  unite. 

2  From  thofe  celeflial  fp  rings, 
Such  ftreams  of  comfort  flow, 

As  no  increafe  of  riches  brings, 
Nor  honours  can  beftow. 

3  All  in  their  ftations  move, 
And  each  performs  his  part, 

In  all  the  cares  of  life  and  love, 
With  fympathizing  heart. 

4  Form'd  for  the  pureft  joys, 
By  one  defire  pofTefs'd; 

One  aim  the  zeal  of  all  employs, 
To  make  each  other  blefl. 


5  No 
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5       No  blifs  can  equal  theirs, 
Where  fuch  affections  meet, 
While  mingled  praife  and  mingled  pray'rS;, 
Make  their  communion  fweet. 

5       Tis  the  fame  pleafure  fills 
The  breaft  in  worlds  above ; 
Where  joy  like  morning  dew  diftils, 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 


PSALM    CXXXIV.       Common  Metre. 

Daily  and  Nightly  Devotions. 

[  YE  fervants  of  the  King  of  kings, 
Attend  his  holy  place ; 
Bow  to  the  glories  of  his  pow'r, 
And  blefs  his  wond'rous  grace. 

!  Lift  up  your  hands  by  morning  light, 
And  rails  your  fouls  on  high : 
Extend  your  wond'ring  thoughts  by  night 
Beyond  the  flarry  Iky. 

3  Oi«'i 
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3  Our  God  and  Father  chears  our  hearts, 
With  mercy's  quickening  ray; 
The  God  whofe  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  might, 
Heav'n,  earth,  and  feas  difplay. 


PSALM    CXXXV.       Long  Metre. 

tfhe  Church  is  God's  Houfe  and  Care. 

1  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord,  exalt  his  name, 
While  in  his  holy  courts  ye  wait; 
Ye  faints,  that  to  his  houfe  belong, 
Or  fland  attending  at  his  gate. 

a  Praile  ye  the  Lord ;  the  Lord  is  good : 
To  praife  his  name  is  fweet  employ ; 
His  bounties  all  partake,  but  ftill 
His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 

3  God  as  his  children  treats  his  faints ; 
He  chaftens  for  the  kindeft  ends  3 
And  foon  as  goodnefs  will  permit, 
Removes  the  forrows  which  he  fends. 

4  Thro' 
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j.  Thro*  ev'ry  age  the  Lord  declares 
His  name,  and  breaks  th'  oppreflbr's  rod; 
He  gives  his  furPring  fervants  reft, 
And  will  be  known  Th*  Almighty  God. 

;  Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  who  tafte  his  love; 
People  and  priefts  exalt  his  name  j 
Bow  to  his  will,  and  truft  his  grace, 
Which  is  to  endlefs  years  the  fame. 


PSALM     CXXXV.       Common  Metre/ 
Praife  due  to  God,  not  to  Idols. 

AW  A  K  E,  ye  faints,  to  praife  your  King3 

Your  fweeteft  paffions  raife; 
Your  pious  pleafure  while  you  fing 

Increafing  with  the  praife. 

Great  is  the  Lord ;  and  works  unknown 

Are  his  divine  employ; 
But  flill  his  faints  are  near  his  throne, 

His  treafure  and  his  joy. 

,    3  Heav'n, 
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3  Heav'n,  earth,  and  fea,  confefs  his  hands 

He  bids  the  vapours  rife: 
Lightning  and  ftorm  at  his  command, 
Sweep  thro'  the  founding  Ikies. 

4  All  pow'r,  that  gods  or  kings  have  claim'd 

Is  found  with  him  alone; 
But  heathen  gods  mould  ne'er  be  nam'd 
Where  our  Jehovah\  known. 

5  Which  of  the  flocks  or  (tones  they  truft 

Can  give  them  fhow'rs  of  rain  ? 
In  vain  they  worfhip  glitt'ring  dull, 
And  pray  to  gold  in  vain. 

6  Their  gods  have  tongues  that  cannot  talk. 

Such  as  their  makers  gave ; 
Their  feet  were  ne'er  defign  d  to  walk, 
Nor  hands  have  pow'r  to  fave. 

7  Blind  are  their  eyes,  their  ears  are  deaf, 

Nor  hear  when  mortals  pray: 
Mortals  who  wait  for  their  relief, 
Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they. 

8  Britai 
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8  Britain,  the  God  you  know  adore, 
And  grateful  homage  bring; 
Till  heav'n  (hall  teach  to  know  him  more, 
And  nobler  praife  to  fmg. 


■BBBBOm 


PSALM    CXXXVI.        Common  Metre. 

God's  Wonders  of  Creation,  Providence,  Redemp- 
tion .of  Ifrael,  and  Salvation  of  his  People. 

1  GIVE  thanks  to  God  the  fov'reign  Lord; 
His  mercies  ftill  endure : 
And  be  the  King  of  kings  ador'd: 
His  truth  is  ever  Jure. 

1  What  wonders  hath  his  wifdom  done ! 
How  mighty  is  his  hand! 
Heav'n,  earth,  and  fea,  he  fram'd  alone : 
How  wide  is  his  command! 

3  The  fun  fupplies  the  day  with  light: 
How  bright  his  com nj els  pine! 
The  moon  and  ftars  adorn  the  night : 
His  works  are  all  divine! 

4  He 
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4  He  faw  the  nations  dead  in  fin ; 

He  felt  his  pity  move: 
How  fad  the  ftate  the  world  was  in ! 

How  boundlejs  was  his  love  I 

5  He  fent  to  fave  us  from  our  woe ; 

His  gcodnefs  never  fails ; 
From  fin  and  death,  and  ev'ry  foe; 
And  Jlill  his  grace  prevails, 

6  Give  thanks  to  God,  the  heav'nly  King; 

His  mercies  Jlill  endure: 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  praifes  fmg ; 
His  truth  is  ever  Jure, 


PSALM    CXXXVI.     As  the  148th  Pfalm. 

A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  God. 

1  GIVE  thanks  to  God  moil  high, 
The  univerfal  King; 
His  greatnefs  all  adore, 
And  all  his  goodnefs  fing. 

His 
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His  powyr  and  grace 
Are  ftill  the  fame. 
Exalt  his  name, 
■And  Jeek  his  face, 

1  How  wond'rous  are  his  works! 
How  mighty  is  his  hand! 
tie  fpake,  and  heav'n  and  earth 
Arofe  at  his  command. 

'Thy  mercy.  Lord, 

Shall  fill  endure  i 

And  ever  fur e 

Abides  thy  word. 

3  His  wifdom  fram'd  the  fun, 
To  crown  the  day  with  light; 
The  moon  and  twinkling  flars, 
To  chear.the  darkfome  night. 

His  pow'r  and  grace 

Are  fill  the  fame. 

Exalt  his  name, 

And  feek  his  face, 

Y  4  He 
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4  He  faw  the  nations  lie 
Ali  perifhing  in  fin, 
And  pity'd  the  fad  ftate 
The  ruin'd  world  was  in. 

Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
Shall  Jlill  endure  > 
And  ever  Jure 
Abides  thy  word. 

5  He  fent  his  only  Son 

To  fave  us  from  our  woe, 
From  darknefs,  fin,  and  death, 
And  each  dertru&ive  foe. 

His  pow'r  and  grace 

Are  Jlill  the  fame. 

Exalt  his  name, 

And  feek  his  face. 

6  Give  thanks  aloud  to  God, 
The  univerfal  King; 

And  let  the  fpacious  earth 
His  truth  and  goodnefs  fing. 


Thy 
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Thy  mercy ,  Lord, 
Shall  ftill  endure. 
And  ever  Jure 
Abides  thy  word. 


PSALM   CXXX VI.    Abridged.    Long  Metre. 

A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  God. 

1  GIVE  to  our  God  immortal  prahe$ 
Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong» 

1  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown, 
The  King  of  kings  with  glory  crown : 
Grace  Jhall  endure,  and  faints  adore, 
When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more. 

3  He  built  the  earth,  he  fpread  the  iky, 
And  fix'd  the  flarry  lights  on  high : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
R.epeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong.  . 

Y  2        ,  ■  4  He 
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4  He  fills  the  fun  with  morning-light, 
He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night : 
Grace  Jhall  endure,  and  faints  adore, 

.    When  fun  and  moon  fhall  fhine  no  more. 

5  The  Jews  he  freed  from  Pharoab's  hand, 
And  brought  them  to  the  promis'd  land: 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  Jong.  • 

6  He  faw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  fin, 
And  felt  his  pity  work  within: 

Grace  Jhall -endure,  and  Jaints  adore, 
When  death  and  fin  fhall  reign  no  more. 

7  He  fent  his  Son  with  pow'r  to  fave 
From  guilt,  and  darknefs,  and  the  grave : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  Jong. 

8  Thro'  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet. 
Till  all  at  laft  in  heav'n  fhall  meet: 
Grace  fhall  endure,  and  Jaints  adore, 
When  this  vain  world  fhall  be  no  more. 

PSALM 
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-    PSALM     CXXXVIII.      Long  Metre. 
Reft  or  in g  and  preserving  Grace, 

1  WITH  all  my  pow'rs  of  heart  and  tongue, 
I'll  praife  my  Maker  in  my  fong : 

"  Let  all  who  hear  the  notes  I  raife, 
With  grateful  fpirits  join  the  praife. 

2  His  faints  to  whom  his  houfe  is  dear, 
Shall  witnefs  my  devotion  there ; 
While  holy  zeal  directs  my  eyes 

To  thy  fair  temple  in  the  ikies. 

3  I'll  fing  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lords 
I'll  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  word. 
Not  all  thy  wond'rous  works  below, 
So  much  thy  brighteft  glories  fhow. 

4  To  God,  when  troubles  rofe,  I  cry'd ; 
He  heard,  and  needful  help  fupply'd ; 
He  did  my  rifing  fears  controul, 

And  -ftrength  diffus'd  thro'  all  my  fouL 

Y  3         ,  5  He 
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5  He  looks  on  haughty  finncrs  down, 
And  pride  fhall  tremble  at  his  frown; 
The  virtuous  poor  with  kindeft  eye 
He  views,  and  lifts  his  foul  on  high. 

6  Amidft  a  thoufand  fnares  I  Hand, 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  foul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive. 

7  The  Lord,  fupremely  good  and  great, 
Will  his  own  work  of  grace  com  pleat, 
When,  all  their  prefent  woes  redrefsM, 
His  faints  fhall  find  eternal  reft. 


PSALM  CXXXIX.     Firjl  Part.    Long  Metre. 

The  All-feeing  God. 

1  LORD,  thou  haft  fearch'd  and  feen  me  thro'; 
Thine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view 
My  rifmg  and  my  refting  hours, 
My  heart  and  all  its  inmoft  powr's, 

2  My 
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2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  diftinctly  known ; 

He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  fpeak, 
Ere  from  my  op'ning  lips  they  break. 

3  Within  thy  circling  pow'r  I  (land ; 
On  ev'ry  fide  I  find  thy  hand : 
Aw7ake,  afleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  furrounded  ftill  with  God. 

4  Amazing  truth !  I  feek  in  vain, 
Its  full  conception  to  attain : 

My  humbled  foul  fhall  try-  no  more, 
But  bow  in  filence,  and  adore. 

5  0  may  thefe  thoughts  pojfefs  my  breaft> 
Where'er  I  rove >  where'er  I  reft  I 
Nor  pain  or  p!eafure>  hope  or  fear, 
'Tempt  me  tojin,  for  God  is  there, 

PAUSE. 

6  Could  I  fo  falfe,  fo  faithlefs  prove,. 
To  quit  thy  fervice  and  thy  love, 

Where, 
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Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  prefence  fhun, 
Or  whither  from  thy  fpirit  run. 

7  If  up  to  heav'n  I  take  my  flight, 

There  (lands  thy  glorious  throne  of  light; 
Or  if  the  fhades  of  death  I  try, 
Thefe  are  all  open  to  thine  eye. 

8  If,  mounted  on  a  morning  ray, 
I  fly  beyond  the  Weftern  fea ; 
With  equal  eaie  thy  mighty  hand 
Would  reach  me  in  that  diftant  land.. 

9  Or  fhould  I  try  to  fhun  thy  fight 
Beneath  the  fpreading  veil  of  night, 
One  glance  of  thine,  one  piercing  ray, 
Would  kindle  darknefs  into  day. 

io  The  veil  of  night  is  no  difguife, 
No  fcreen  from  thy  all-fearching  eyes. 
Thy  hand  can  feize  thy  foes  as  foon 
Thro'  midnight  fhades,  as  blazing  noon. 


ii  Midnight 
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[  1  Midnight  and  noon  in  this  agree, 
Great  God,  they're  both  alike  to  thee; 
No  place,  no  (late,  creation  through, 
Can  hide  the  finner  from  thy  view. 

[  2  0  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefs  my  breaft> 
Where'er  I  rove ',  wherever  I  reft  I 
Nor  pain  or  pkafure,  hope  or  fear, 
Tempt  me  to  finy  for  God  is  there. 


»SALM   CXXXIX.   Second  Part,  Long  Metre. 

The  wonderful  Formation  of  Man. 

t  'TWAS  from  thy  hand,  my  God,  I  came, 
A  work  of  fuch  a  curious  frame  -, 
In  me  what  various  wonders  fhine, 
And  each  proclaims  thy  fkill  divine. 

1  Thine  eyes  did  all  my  limbs  furvey, 
Which  yet  in  dark  confufion  lay ; 
Thou  faw'ft  the  daily  growth  they  took, 
Form'd  by  the  model  of  thy  book. 

3  By 
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3  By  thee  my  growing  parts  were  fram'd, 
And  to  their  proper  functions,  nam'd; 
Throughout  the  whole  is  ev'ry  part, 
Conftructed  with  unerring  art. 

4  At  length  the  dawn  of  thought  began, 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  man* 
To  thee  our  infant  nature  pays, 

A  tribute  of  immortal  gpufe. 

5  And  fince,  in  my  advancing  age, 
I've  acted  on  life's  bufy  ftage, 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  to  me  furmount 
The  pow'r  of  numbers  to  recount. 

6  I  could  furvey  the  ocean  o'er, 

And  count  the  fands  that  make  the  fhore, 
Before  my  fwifteft  thoughts  could  trace 
The  endlefs  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

7  Thefe  on  my  heart  be  ftill  imprefs'd, 
Whene'er  I  give  my  eyes  to  reft  $ 
And  waking  let  me  always  find 
God  and  his  love  poflefs  my  mind. 

PSALM 
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>  S  A  L  M  CXXXIX.    Third  Part.   Long  Metre. 

Sincerity  profejfed;  or,  The  Heart  fear  doing  God, 

t  LET  farrow,  Lord,  my  bofom  fill, 
When  impious  men  tranfgrefs  thy  will! 
Teach  me  to  mourn  when  lips  profane, 
Take  thy  tremendous  name  in  vain. 

1  With  indignation  may  I  treat 
The  works  of  malice  and  deceit; 
And  ever  from  their  friendfhip  flee, 
Who  dare  to  fcorn  thy  laws  and  thee. 

{  O  thou  who  knoweft  all  my  heart, 
My  conduct  too,  in  ev'ry  part; 
Open  my  partial  eyes  to  fee 
What  guilt  in  either  there  may  be. 

j.  Doth  fecret  mifchief  lurk  within  ? 
Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  fin  ? 
O  turn  my  feet  whene'er  I  ftray, 
And  lead  me  in  thy  perfect  v/ay ! 

PSALM 
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PSALM   CXXXIX.    Flrji  Part.    Com.  Metr 

God  is  every -where. 

i  IN  all  my  vail  concerns  with  thee, 
In  vain  my  foul  would  try 
To  fhun  thy  prefence,  Lord,  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all-furrounding  fight  furveys^ 

My  rifmg  and  my  reft, 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 
And  fecrets  of  my  bread. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 

Soon  as  they  are  my  own ; 
And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
To  him  the  fenfe  is  known. 

4  O  wond'rous  knowledge,  deep  and  high 

Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Befet  on  ev'ry  fide* 

5  Shot 
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5  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  ftill, 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 
Then  can  I  fear  no  real  ill, 
Safe  in  paternal  love. 

PAUSE. 

6  Lord,  where  fhall  guilt  for  refuge  go  ? 

Or  where  unknown  remain  ? 
The  realms  above,  and  thofe  below, 
Would  all  be  fearch'd  in  vain. 

7  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  breath 

To  fly  from  pow'r  divine, 
Thy  voice  would  break  the  bars  of  death, 
And  make  the  grave  refign. 

8  If  wing'd  with  beams  of  morning  light, 

I  feek  the  farther!  Weft, 
Thy  hand  can  (lop  me  in  my  flight, 
Or  feize  me  in  my  reft. 

9  If  o'er  my  fins  I  think  to  draw 

The  curtains  of  the  night, 
Thofe  eyes  which  guard  thy  holy  law, 
Would  turn  the  fhades  to  light. 

Z  ~.  10  The 
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io  The  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight  hour, 
Are  both  alike  to  thee  -, 
O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  pow'r 
From  which  I  cannot  flee ! 


PSALM  CXXXIX.  Second  Part.  Com.  Metre. 

The  Wifdom  of  God  in  the  Formation  of  Man. 

i  WHEN  fill'd  with  wonder,  Lord,  I  ftand 
And  meditate  my  frame, 
I  own  thy  work,  I  blefs  thy  hand, 
By  which  from  dufl  it  came. 

2  By  the  fair  pattern  in  thy  book 

The  rifing  fabrick  grew  ; 
Its  caft  from  thence  each  feature  took, 
Each  limb  its  fafhion  drew. 

3  Its  conftant  care  thy  goodnefs  made 

The  growth  of  ev'ry  hour; 
Then  by  the  plan  thy  wifdom  laid, 
Beftow'd  the  vital  pow'r. 

-    4  Heav'n, 
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4  Heav'n,  earthy  and  feas  were  form'd  by  thee, 

And  fhew  thy  wond'rous  fkill ; 
But  I  review  myfelf,  and  fee 
Diviner  wonders  ftill. 

5  While  nature's  glories  round  me  fhine, 

And  warm  devotion  raife; 
To  them  thy  gofpel,  Lord,  I  join, 
And  ftill  more  grateful,  praife. 


PSALM  CXXXIX.    Third  Part.    Com.  Metre. 
Tbe  Mercies  of  God  innumerable. 

An  Evening  Pfalm. 

i  MY  God,  to  count  thy  mercies  o'er 
In  vain  my  fpirit  tries ; 
Not  all  the  fands  that  fpread  the  fhore 
To  equal  numbers  rife. 

2  Thy  wond'rous  pow'r  and  wifdom  ftand 
Confefs'd  through  all  my  frame; 
And  hourly  bleflings  from  thy  hand 
Thy  thoughts  of  love  proclaim. 

Z  2  3  Thefe 
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3  Thefe  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep; 
How  kind,  how  dear  to  me ! 
O  may  the  hour  that  ends  my  fleep, 
Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee  ! 


PSALM     CXLI.       Long  Metre, 
Watchfulness  and  brotherly  Reproof, 

A  Morning,  or  Evening  Pfalm. 

i  MY  God,  accept  my  early  vows, 
Like  morning  incenfe  in  thy  houfe, 
And  let  my  nightly  worfhip  rife, 
Sweet  as  the  ev'ning  facrifice. 
•  ^. 

i  Watch  o'er  my  lips,  and  guard  them,  Lord, 
From  ev'ry  rafh  and  evil  word; 
Nor  let  my  ftct  incline  to  tread 
The  guilty  path  where  Tinners  lead. 

3  O  may  the  righteous,  when  I  flray, 
Mark,  and  reprove  my  wand'ring  way ! 
Their  gentle  words,  from  hearts  as  kind, 
Shall  comfort  while  they  heal  the  mind. 

4  When 
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When  I  behold  them  prefs'd  with  grief, 
I'll  cry  to  heav'n  for  their  relief; 
And  by  my  warm  petitions  prove 
How  much  I  prize  their  faithful  love. 


PSALM    CXLIV.       Long  Metre. 
The  greatnefs  of  God. 

1  MY  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praife 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days : 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raife  the  fong. 

2  Each  morn  fhall  hear  me  at  thy  throne, 
With  grateful  heart  thy  favours  own ; 
And  ev'ry  fetting  fun  fhall  fee 

New  acts  of  duty  paid  to  thee. 

3  Thy  truth  fhall  be  my  pleafing  theme ; 
Thy  bounty  flows,  an  endlefs  ftream  s 
Thy  mercy  fwift,  thine  anger  flow, 
And  only  flrikes  the  flubborn  foe. 

Z  3  4  Though 


258  P    S     A    L    M     S. 

4  Through  all  thy  works  thy  glories  ihine, 
And  fpeak  thy  Majefty  divine ; 

Let  Britain  round  her  fnores  proclaim 
The  matchlefs  honours  of  thy  name. 

5  Let  diftant  times  arid  nations  raife 
The  long  fuccefiion  of  thy  praife  -, 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  fong 
The  fweet  employment  of  their  tongue. 

6  But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wond'rous  deeds? 
Thy  greatnefs  all  our  thoughts  exceeds: 
Vaft  and  unfearchable  thy  ways, 

Vail  and  immortal  be  thy  praife. 


PSALM    CXLV.     FlrflPart.    Com.  Metre. 

^he  greatnefs  of  God. 

i  LONG  as  I  live  I'll  blefs  thy  name, 
God  of  eternal  love ; 
My  work  and  joy  fhall  be  the  fame, 
In  the  bright  world  above. 

1  Great 
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2  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  pow'r  unknown, 

And  let  his  praife  be  great : 
I'll  fing  the  honours  of  thy  throne, 
Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 

3  Thy  grace  mall  dwell  upon  my  tongue ; 

And  while  my  lips  rejoice, 
The  men  who  hear  my  facred  fong 
Shall  join  their  chearful  voice. 

4  Fathers  to  fons  fhall  teach  thy  name, 

And  children  learn  thy  ways  -9 
Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim, 
And  nations  found  thy  praife. 

5  Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  days, 

Shall  through  the  world  be  fhown  5 
An  holy  awe  and  wonder  raife, 
And  make  thy  Godhead  known. 

6  The  world  is  manag'd  by  thy  hands, 

Thy  faints  are  rul'd  by  love; 
And  thine  eternal  kingdom  flands, 
Though  rocks  and  hills  remove. 

PSALM 
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PSALM   CXLV.     Second  Part,     Com.  Metre, 
The  Goodnefs  of  God. 

1  SWEET  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  grace, 

Great,  univerfal,  King; 
Let  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  place, 
Thy  boundlefs  mercy  fing. 

2  God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 

His  goodnefs  to  the  ikies ; 
Thro*  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  fhines, 
And  ev'ry  want  fupplies. 

3  With  longing  eyes  his  creatures  wait 

On  him  for  daily  food; 
To  all,  of  ev'ry  rank  and  flate, 
He  gives  their  proper  good. 

4  How  kind  are  thy  companions,  Lord  ! 

How  flow  thine  anger  moves! 
But  foon  he  fends  his  pard'ning  word, 
To  chear  the  fouls  he  loves. 

c  Nature 
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j  Nature  thro'  all  its  various  frame, 
Unconfcious  homage  pays; 
But  faints  who  know  their  Father's  name, 
Delight  to  fing  his  praife. 


PSALM  CXLV.    Third  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Mercy  to  Sufferers ;  or,  God  hearing  Prayer. 

:  LET  ev'ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  fpeak, 
Thou  fov'reign  Lord  of  all; 
Thy  ftrength'ning  hands  uphold  the  weak, 
And  raife  the  poor  that  fall. 

s  When  forrows  bow  the  fpirit  down, 
Or  virtue  lies  diftrefs'd 
Beneath  fome  proud  oppreflbr's  frown, 
Thou  giv'ft  the  mourners  reft. 

:  The  Lord  fupports  our  tott'ring  days, 
And  guides  our  giddy  youth : 
Holy  and  -juft  are  all  his  ways, 
And  all  his  words  are  truth. 

4  He 


262  PSALMS. 

4  He  knows  their  wants  who  do  his  will, 

He  hears  his  children  cry, 
And  will  their  own  defires  fulfil, 
Or  greater  good  fupply. 

5  His  mercy  never  fhall  remove 

From  men  of  heart  fincere; 
He  faves  the  fouls,  whofe  humble  love 
Is  join'd  with  holy  fear. 

6  My  lips  fhall  dwell  upon  his  praife, 

And  fpread  his  fame  abroad. 
Let  all  the  fons  of  /ldam  raife 
The  honours  of  their  God. 


PSALM    CXLVL       As  the  113th  Pfalm. 

Praife  to  God  for  his  Goodnefs  and  'Truth. 

:  I'LL  praife  my  Maker  here  below; 
And  when  to  brighter  worlds  I  go 

Praife  fhall  my  nobleft  pow'rs  employ : 
The  pleafing  work  fhall  never  end, 
But  through  eternity  extend, 
And  yield  a  Hill  increafing  joy. 

2  Wl 
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1  Why  fhould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  dull: : 

Vain  is  the  help  of  flefh  and  blood. 
Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow'r, 
And  thoughts,  all  vanifh  in  an  hour. 

Nor  can  they  make  their  promife  good. 

)  Happy  the  man,  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  God  alone:  he  made  the  fky, 

And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train. 
His  liberal  hand  the  poor  fupplies, 
He  hears  opprefTed  virtue's  cries, 

And  none  fhall  find  his  promife  vain. 

[.  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind; 
The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind ; 
And  fends  the  contrite  fpirit  peace 5 
He  helps  the  ftranger  in  diftrefs, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs, 

And  grants  the  prif 'ner  fweet  releafe. 

;  He  loves  the  fons  of  righteoufnefs, 
And  will  with  endlefs  glory  blefs  ■, 

Their 
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Their  God  for  ever  lives  and  reigns. 
Let  ev'ry  tongue,  let  ev'ry  age, 
In  this  exalted  work  engage  -, 

Praife  him  in  everlafting  {trains. 

6  I'll  praife  my  Maker  here  below  -, 
And  when  to  brighter  worlds  I  go, 

Praife  fhall  my  nobleft  pow'rs  employ: 
The  pleafing  work  mail  never  end, 
But  through  eternity  extend, 

And  yield  a  ftill  increafing  joy. 


PSALM    CXLVI.      Long  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  for  his  Goodnefs  and  'truth. 

1  P  R  A I S  E  ye  the  Lord :  my  heart  fhall  join 
In  work  fo  pleafant,  fo  divine; 
Long  as  I  dwell  below  the  fkies, 
And  when  to  heav'nly  worlds  I  rife. 

2  My 
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2  My  days  of  praife  fhall  ne'er  be  paft. 
But  while  eternity  fhall  laft, 

Thy  praifes,  O  my  God,  fupply 
My  nobleft  work,  my  pureft  joy. 

3  Why  fhould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  duft; 

Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow'r, 
And  thoughts,  all  vanifh  in  an  hour. 

4  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  God  alone :  he  made  the  fky, 
And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train, 
And  none  fhall  find  his  promife  vain. 

5  His  mercy  hears  the  prif  ner's  cries, 
With  bread  the  hungry  poor  fupplies, 
Melts  and  fubdues  the  flubborn  foul, 
And  makes  the  broken  fpirit  whole. 

6  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind; 
The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind : 
He  helps  the  ftranger  in  diftrefs, 

The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs. 

A  a  7  The 


266  PSALM    S. 

7  The  men  who  walk  in  pious  ways 
He  loves,  and  will  to  glory  raife ; 
Their  God  for  ever  lives  and  reigns, 
Praife  him  in  everlafting  ftrains. 


PSALM    CXLV1I.    'TirflPart.     Long  Metre. 

The  Divine  Nature,  Providence,  and  Grace. 

i  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord:  'tis  good  to  raife 
Our  hearts  and  voices  in  his  praife: 
His  nature  and  his  works  invite 
To  make  this  duty  our  delight. 

i  He  form'd  the  ftars,  thofe  heav'nly  flames, 
He  counts  their  numbers,  calls  their  names: 
His  wifdom's  vaft,  and  knows  no  bound, 
A  deep  where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd. 

3  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  great  his  might;    - 
His  ways  are  kind,  his  judgments  right: 
He  loves  the  meek,  rewards  the  juft, 
And  lifts  the  humble  from  the  dull. 

PAUSE. 
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PAUSE. 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  him  high, 

Who  fpreads  his  clouds  all  round  the  fky ; 
There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  rain, 
Nor  lets  the  drops  defcend  in  vain. 

5  He  makes  the  grafs  the  hills  adorn, 
And  clothes  the  fmiling  fields  with  corn ; 
The  beads  with  food  his  hands  fupply, 
And  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry. 

6  But  faints  are  lovely  in  his  fight; 
He  views  his  children  with  delight: 
He  fees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear, 
And  looks,  and  loves  his  image  there. 


PSALM   CXLVir.  Second  Part.  Long  Metre. 
Summer  and  Winter, 

A  Song  for  Great-Britain. 

i  O  BRITAIN  praife  Jehovah's  name, 
His  goodnefs,  and  thy  blifs  proclaim ; 
He  bade  the  ocean  round  thee  flow  : 
Not  bars  of  brafs  could  guard  thee  Co. 

A  a  2        ,  2  Thy 
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1  Thy  children  are  fecure  and  bleft; 
Thy  fhores  have  peace,  thy  cities  reft; 
Thy  fun  affords  a  temp'rate  heat, 
Thy  fertile  foil  the  choiceil  wheat. 

3  Thy  changing  feafons  he  ordains, 
Thy  early  and  thy  latter  rains : 

His  flakes  of  fnow  like  wool  he  fends, 
And  well  the  fpringing  corn  defends. 

4  His  hoary  froft  beflrews  the  plains, 
And  binds  the  rapid  flream  in  chains. 
He  bids  the  warmer  breezes  blowj 
The  ice  diflolves,  the  waters  flow. 

5  But  he  hath  nobler  works  and  ways 
To  fummon  Britons  to  his  praife  -y 
To  all  the  ifle  his  laws  are  fhown, 
His  gofpel's  thro'  the  nation  known. 

6  For  this,  thy  bed  of  gifts,  we  blefs 
Thy  name,  O  Lord;  nor  praife  the  lefs 
For  the  good  promife  of  thy  word, 
That  ev'ry  land  fliail  know  the  Lord. 

PSALM 
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PSALM     CXLVII.       Commoa  Metre. 

T^he  Seafons  of  the  Tear, 

1  WITH  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud, 
Addrefs  the  Lord  on  high ; 
Over  the  heav'ns  he  fpreads  his  cloud. 
And  waters  veil  the  fky. 

1  He  fends  his  fhow'rs  of  blefllngs  down 
To  chear  the  plains  below ; 
He  makes  the  grafs  the  mountains  crown, 
And  corn  in  vallies  grow. 

3  He  gives  the  grazing  ox  his  meat, 

He  hears  the  ravens  cry; 
But  man,  who  tailes  his  flneft  wheat, 
Should  raife  his  honours  high. 

4  His  fteady  counfels  change  the  face 

Of  the  declining  year: 
He  bids  the  fun  cut  fhort  his  race, 
And  wint'ry  days  appear. 

A  a  3  5  His 
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5  His  hoary  froft,  his  fleecy  fnow, 

Defcend  and  clothe  the  ground ; 
The  liquid  ftreams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  icy  fetters  bound. 

6  He  fends  his  word,  and  melts  the  fnow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn ; 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  fpring  return. 

7  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud, 

Obey  his  mighty  word  : 
With  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud, 
Praife  ye  the  fov'reign  Lord. 


PSALM    CXLVIII.      Proper  Metre. 
Praife  to  God  from  all  Creatures, 

i  LET  evVy  creature  join 
To  praife  Jehovah's  name, 
Whofe  matchlefs  glories  fhine 


Throughout  all  nature*s  frame. 


The 
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The  gen'ral  praife, 
Ye  angels  bright, 
In  worlds  of  light 
Begin  to  raife. 


'©■ 


1  Thou  iplendid  fun  by  day, 
And  paler  moon  by  night, 
Your  Maker's  praife  difplay, 
With  ftars  of  twinkling  light : 

Ye  clouds  that  bear 

Your  waters  high, 

And  veil  the  fky, 

His  pow'r  declare. 

3  To  praife  his  name  agree 
Ye  fnows,  and  hail,  and  wind  5 
Fierce  as  your  dorms  may  be, 
Their  end  is  wife  and  kind. 

When  lightnings  fliine, 

Or  thunders  roar, 

Let  earth  adore 

The  hand  divine. 


4  The 
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4  The  mining  worlds  above 
In  glorious  order  fland, 
Or  in  fwift  courfes  move 
By  his  fupreme  command. 

He  fpake  the  word, 
And  all  their  frame 
Harmonious  came 
To  praife  the  Lord. 

5  All  have  obey'd  his  will, 
From  unknown  ages  pail, 
And  fliall  his  word  fulfil 
While  time  and  nature  laft. 

In  diff 'rent ,  ways 
His  works  proclaim 
His  wond'rous  name, 
And  fpeak  his  praife. 

P    A    U    S    E. 

6  Let  ev'ry  creature  join, 
And  God  the  glory  give, 
Due  to  that  grace  divine 
By  which  alone  they  live. 
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In  difFrent  ways 
Let  all  proclaim 
Jehovatis  name, 
And  fpeak  his  praife. 

1  Ye  beafts  of  ev'ry  race, 
And  offspring  of  the  deep, 
Who  the  vaft  ocean  trace, 
Or  in  its  bofom  fleepj 

Through  ev'ry  hour 

Your  tribute  pay, 

And  wide  difplay 

Your  Maker's  pow'r. 

I  Ye  kings  and  judges  fear 
The  Lord,  the  fov'reign  King; 
And  while  you  rule  us  here, 
To  him  your  homage  bring. 

Nor  let  the  dream 

Of  pow'r  and  ftate, 

Your  awe  abate 

Of  pow'r  fnpreme. 


Ye 
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9  Ye  vig'rous  youth  engage 
To  found  his  praife  divine, 
While  infancy  and  age 
Their  feebler  voices  join. 

While  life  remains, 
His  name  be  fung, 
By  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  grateful  ftrains* 

10  Tho'  guilt  can  only  fear 
The  God  that  rules  above, 
Let  all  his  faints  draw  near 
With  fongs  infpir'd  by  love. 

With  filial  joy 
Adore  the  grace, 
Which  bids  you  place 
Your  hopes  on  high. 


PSALM 
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PSALM     CXLVIII.       Short  Metre. 

Universal  Praife. 

i       LET  ev'ry  creature  join 
Jehovah's  name  to  praife ; 
Ye  angels,  all  your  pow'rs  combine 
The  nobleft  fong  to  raife. 

t       Thou  fun  with  fplendour  bright, 
And  moon  with  paler  ray, 
Ye  diftant  ftars  of  twinkling  light, 
Your  Maker's  praife  difplay. 

!       He  built  thofe  worlds  above, 
And  fix'd  their  wond'rous  frame ; 
By  his  command  they  fband  or  move, 
And  ever'fpeak  his  name. 

Ye  vapours,  when  ye  rife, 
Or  fall  in  ITiow'rs,  or  fnow, 
Ye  thunders,  murm'ring  round  the  fkies, 
His  pow'r  and  glory  mow. 

5  To 
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5  To  praife  the  Lord  agree 
Wind,  hail,  and  frafhing  fire; 

For  awful  as  your  ftorms  may  be, 
They  all  to  good  confpire. 

6  By  all  his  works  above 
His  honours  be  exprefs'd; 

But  they  that  tafte  his  faving  love, 
Should  fing  his  praifes  bed. 

PAUSE. 

7  Let  ev'ry  creature  join 

.   Jehovah's  name  to  praife, 
Whofe  greatnefs,  and  whofe  goodnefs  fhin 
Thro'  all  his  works  and  ways. 

8  Ye  beads  of  ev'ry  name, 
And  natives  of  the  deep, 

That  grace  and  pow'r  divine  proclaim, 
Which  all  in  fafety  keep. 

9  Ye  birds  of  lofty  wing, 
On  high  his  praifes  bear  ; 

And  when  your  tuneful  notes  you  fing, 
Confefs  his  conftant  care. 

10  Monarchs 
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10  Monarchs  of  wide  command, 
Praife  ye  the  King  of  kings ; 

Judges,  adore  that  fov'reign  hand 
Whence  all  your  honour  fprings. 

1 1  Let  vig'rous  youth  engage 
To  found  his  praifes  high ; 

While  children  too,  and  with'ring  age, 
Their  feebler  voices  try. 

12  United  zeal  be  fliown 

His  wond'rous  name  to  raife. 
Good  is  the  Lord  :  and  he  alone 
Claims  univerfal  praife. 

13  By  all  the  human  race 
His  honour  be  exprefs'd  5 

But  they  who  tafle  his  richer!  grace, 
Should  learn  to  praife  him  bed. 


Bb  PSALM 
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PSALM     CXLVIII.       Long  Metre. 

1  LOUD  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord, 
From  ev'ry  world  where  creatures  are. 
All  owe  their  being  to  his  word, 
And  all  partake  his  conftant  care. 

1  To  this  great  univerfal  King, 
The  knee  let  ev'ry  angel  bend, 
While  in  fublimeft  {trains  they  fing 
The  mercies  which  to  all  extend. 

3  How  great  the  fplendour  of  his  throne ! 
No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  fight: 
Compar'd  with  his,  the  fun  fhall  own 
But  darknefs,  all  his  blaze  of  light. 

4  Ye  tempefts  which  his  pow'r  proclaim, 
That  goodnefs  guides  you  too,  declare ; 
While  the  fweet  whifpers  of  his  name, 
Fill  ev'ry  gentler  breeze  of  air. 


5  Let 
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5  Let  clouds,  and  winds,  and  waves,  agree 
To  join  their  praife  with  lightning's  fire; 
Since  diff'rent  as  the  means  may  be, 

All  to  one  gracious  end  confpire. 

6  Ye  flow'ry  lawns  proclaim  his  flcill, 
And  vales,  where  plenteous  harvefts  rife; 
And  let  his  praife  from  ev'ry  hill, 

Rife  tuneful  to  the  neighb'ring  fides. 

7  To  God  whofe  glories  are  difplay'd 
Through  all  the  earth,  through  all  the  fkies, 
Be  univerfal  honours  paid ; 

Let  everlafting  worfhip  rife. 

PAUSE. 

8  Let  creatures,  various  as  they  are, 
To  God  united  glory  give; 
Alike  they  need  their  Maker's  care, 
Alike  they  on  his  bounty  live. 

9  Praife  him  ye  beads  in  difFrent  {trains, 
The  goodnefs  which  you  tafte  adore ; 
Whether  you  graze  the  verdant  plains, 
Or  range  the  tracklefs  defert  o'er. 

B  b  2  *        10  Adopt, 
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i  o  Adopt,  ye  birds,  the  gen'ral  theme, 


Nature  demands  a  fona  from 


o 


you; 


While  the  dumb  fim  that  cleave  the  ftream 
Leap  up,  and  fhew  his  praifes  too. 

ii  Mortals,  can  you  reflrain  your  tongue 
When  nature  all  around  you  fings  ? 
Oh !  for  a  fhout  from  old  and  young, 
From  humble  fwains,  and  lofty  kings. 

1 2  Wide  as  his  vail  dominion  lies 
Be  the  Creator's  praifes  known; 
Loud  as  his  thunder  let  them  rife, 
And  lofty  as  his  heav'nly  throne. 

1 3  Jehovah !  'tis  a  glorious  word, 

Oh !  may  it  dwell  on  ev'ry  tongue  5 

But  faints  who  beft  have  known  the  Lord, 

Are  bound  to  raife  the  nobleft  fong. 

14  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love 
Which  angels  play  on  ev'ry  chord  -9 
From  all  below  and  all  above, 
Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

PSALM 
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PSALM  CXLIX.    From  the  Salifbury  Collection. 

1  O  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  a  new  fong, 
And  let  all  his  faints  in  full  concert  join, 
With  voices  united  the  anthem  prolong, 
And  fhew  forth  his  praifes  with  mufic  divine. 

2  Be  praife  to  the  Lord  who  made  us  afcendj 
Let  each  grateful  heart  be  glad  in  its  King; 
For  God  whom  we  worfhip  our  fongs  will 

sittrnd, 
And  view  with  complacence  the  ofPring  we 
bring. 

* 

3  Rejoice  then  ye  faints,  with  purefl  delight, 
And  let  your  glad  fongs  awake  with  each  morn ; 
For  thofe  who  obey  him  are  flill  his  delight. 
His  hand  with  falvation  the  meek  will  adorn. 

4  Then  praife  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  a  glad  fong. 
And  let  all  his  faints  in  full  concert  join ; 
With  voices  united  the  anthem  prolong, 
And  fhew  forth  his  praifes  with  mufic  divine. 
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PSALM    CL.       Common  Metre. 

A  Song  of  Praife. 

i  I N  God's  own  houfe  his  name  adore, 
For  mercy  is  his  throne  : 
And  raife  your  thoughts  to  heav'n,  for  there 
That  mercy  more  is  known. 

i  Let  all  your  facred  paffions  move, 
While  you  rehearfe  his  deeds  \ 
But  infinite,  almighty,  love 
Your  higheft  praife  exceeds. 

3  While  he  preferves  their  fleeting  breath, 
Let  all  proclaim  him  bleft ; 
In  hope,  when  paft  the  vale  of  death, 
To -love  and  praife  him  belt. 
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T  O 


GOD. 


PART   I. 
GENERAL  HYMNS  OF  PRAISE, 


The  Univerfal  Prayer. 

1  FATHER  of  all!  whofe  cares  extend 

To  earth's  remoteft  fhore; 
Thro*  ev'ry  age  let  praife  afcend^ 
Let  ev'ry  clime  adore. 

2  Thou  great,  firft  caufe,  leaft  underftood: 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'd 
To  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good, 
And  that  myfelf  am  blind. 

B  *         3  What 
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3  What  confcience  dictates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This  teach  me  more  than  death  to  fhun, 
That  more  than  life  purfue. 

4  What  bleffings  thy  free  bounty  gives, 

Let  me  not  caft  away; 
Who  gratefully  enjoys,  and  lives, 
Does  the  beft  homage  pay. 

5  Yet  not  to  earth's  contracted  fpan, 

Thy  goodnefs  let  me  bound; 
Or  think  thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 
When  thoufand  worlds  are  round. 

6  Let  not  this  weak  unknowing  hand 

Prefume  thy  bolts  to  throw, 
And  deal  damnation  round  the  land, 
On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

7  If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart/ 

Still  in  the  right  to  flay ; 
If  I  am  wrong,  O  teach  my  heart, 
To  find  that  better  way. 

8  Sa 
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8  Save  me  alike  from  foolim  pride, 

Or  impious  difcontent, 
At  ought  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd, 
Or  ought  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

9  Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  fee. 

That  mercy  I  to  others  mow, 

That  mercy  mow  to  me. 

io  Mean  though  I  am,  not  wholly  fo, 
Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath; 
Oh  lead  me  wherefoe'er  I  go 

Through  this  day's  life,  or  death. 

1 1  This  day  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot ; 

But  all  beneath  the  fun, 
Thou  know'ft  if  beft  beftow'd  or  not, 
And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

12  To  thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpace, 

Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  fkies, 
One  chorus  let  all  beings  raife, 

All  nature's  incenfe  rife !  pope. 

B 3  HYMN 
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HYMN     II. 

God  exalted  above  all  Praife. 

i  ETERNAL  Pow'r!  thy  lofty  throne 
Shines  with  a  luftre  all  its  own, 
Infinite  length  beyond  the  bounds. 
Where  flars  revolve  their  little  rounds. 

2  There  is  thy  face  unveil'd,  and  there 
The  glories  of  the  God  appear, 
And  deeply  humble  at  thy  feet, 
Angels  to  pay  their  worfhip  meet. 

3  What  then  mall  dull  and  afhes  do  ? 
Yet  would  we  aim  at  praifes  too ; 
And  while  they  from  the  heart  proceed, 
We'll  trufl  the  grace  which  angels  need. 

4  Something  we  learn  from  Nature's  frame. 
Thy  word  has  more  reveal'd  thy  name. 
Yet  ftill  thy  greatnefs,  Lord,  we  find 
Leaves  our  moll  foaring  thoughts  behind. 

5  God 
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5  God  is  in  heav'n,  and  man  below ; 
Who  can  die  boundlefs  difference  know  ? 
Awe  fills  our  fouls,  and  checks  our  fongs, 
And  praife  fits  filent  on  our  tongues. 

WATTS. 


HYMN     III. 

All  Creatures  called  upon  to  praife  God. 

i  PREPARE,  my  foul,  a  fong  of  praife  j 
The  mod  exalted  thou  canft  raife 

The  mighty  theme  will  claim ; 
Let  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  feas,  and  fides 
In  one  melodious  concert  rife, 

And  blefs  Jehovah's  name. 

2  Ye  angels,  fpread  the  joyful  found, 
Who  nearer!:  Hand  his  throne  around ; 

And  while  his  praife  you  fing, 
Let  all  who  fill  the  realms  above 
Awake  the  tuneful  foul  of  love, 
And  touch  the  fweetefl  firing. 

B  3        .  3  Ye 
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3  Ye  heav'ns  on  which  he  builds  his  throne, 
And  clouds,  the  hand  that  form'd  you,  own, 

Ye  thunders,  when  ye  roar, 
And  lightnings  which  on  gleamy  wing 
Bear  the  commands  of  Nature's  King, 

Bid  all  the  world  adore. 

4  Ye  deeps,  whofe  roaring  billows  rife 
To  join  the  thunders  of  the  fkies, 

Praife  him  who  bids  you  roll; 
His  praife  in  fofter  notes  declare 
Each  whifp'ring  breeze  of  yielding  air, 

And  breathe  it  to  the  foul. 

5  Ye  chearful  warblers  of  the  Iky, 
Exert  your  utmoft  fkill,  and  try 

Your  choicefc  fongs  to  raife. 
To  him  who  fhap'd  your  finer  mould,- 
Who  tip'd  your  glitt'ring  wings  with  gold, 

And  tun'd  your  voice  to  praife. 

6  Let  man,  who  next  to  angels  plac'd, 
Is  with  his  Maker's  image  grac'd, 

His  nobleft  pow'rs  employ ; 

-     •        Spre; 
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Spread  the  Creator's  name  around 
Till  from  the  arch  of  heav'n  rebound 
The  gen'ral  burft  of  joy. 

ENFIELD. 


HYMN    IV. 

God  the  proper  Object  of  Praife. 

I  YE  fons  of  men,  in  facred  lays, 
Attempt  your  great  Creator's  praife. 
But  who  an  equal  fong  can  frame, 
When  angels  know  not  all  his  name. 

1  He  fits  enthron'd  amidft  the  fpheres, 
And  glory  like  a  garment  wears ; 
Yet  perfect  truth,  and  mercy,  raife 
The  heart  to  humble  love  and  praife. 

3  To  "  God  aH  nature  owes  its  birth. 

He  form'd  this  pond'rous  globe  of  earth. 
He  rais'd  the  glorious  arch  on  high, 
And  meafur'd  out  the  azure  fky. 

B  4  4  In 
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4  In  every  work  and  way  divine, 
Omnipotence  and  wifdom  fhine ; 
And  goodnefs  fixes  ftill  the  end 
To  which  they  all  unvarying  tend. 

5  Rais'd  on  devotion's  lofty  wing 
May  we  his  high  perfections  ling ; 

And  while  his  praife  employs  our  tongues. 
Let  lirVning  worlds  approve  our  fongs. 

Liverpool  Collection . 
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All  Men,  and  especially  good  Men,  invited  to  the 
Praife  of  God. 

i  YE  wrorks  of  God,  to  him  alone, 
From  earth  his  footftool,  heav'n  his  throne 

Let  all  your  praifes  rife : 
Whofe  hand  this  beauteous  fabric  made, 
Whofe  eye  the  fmifn'd  whole  furvey'd, 

And  found  it  good  and  wife. 

2    x  e 
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a  Ye  fons  of  men  his  praife  difplay, 
Who  ftamp'd  his  image  on  your  cla); 

And  gave  it  pow'r  to  move; 
Where'er  ye  go,  where'er  ye  dwell, 
From  age  to  age  fucceffive  tell 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 

3  Ye  fpirits  of  the  good  and  juft, 
Who  on  his  word  of  promife  truft, 

And  daily  upwards  foar ; 
Oh,  let  your  fongs  his  praife  difplay, 
Till  Nature's  felf  mall  melt  away, 
And  time  fhall  be  no  more. 

5  Praife  him  ye  meek  and  humble  train, 
Who  fhall  that  heavenly  kingdom  gain, 

Prepar'd  for  fouls  fincere  3 
Now  praife  him,  till  you  take  your  way 
To  regions  of  eternal  day, 
And  then,  for  ever,  there. 
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HYMN     VI. 

Univerfal  Praife. 

i  PRAISE  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator, 
Praife  be  thine  from  ev'ry  tongue, 
Join,  my  foul,  with  ev'ry  creature, 
Join  the  univerfal  fong. 

i  For  ten  thoufand  bleffings  giv'n, 
For  the  hope  of  future  joy, 
Sound  his  praife  thro*  earth  and  heav'n, 
Sound  Jehovah's  praife  on  high. 

FAWCETT* 


PART 


PART.    II. 


H    T    M    N    S 


I  N 


PRAISE  OF  THE  WORKS  OF  GOD. 

HYMN     VII. 

God  the  Creator  of  the  Univerfe. 

1  THE  fpacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  iky, 

And  fpangled  heav'ns,  a  fhining  frame, 
Their  great  original  proclaim. 

2  Th'  unweary'd  fun,  from  day  to  day, 
Doth  its  Creator's  pow'r  difplay  -} 
And  publifhes  to  ev'ry  land 

The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

B  6  3  Soon 
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3  Soon  as  the  ev'ning  (hades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  woncTrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  lift'ning  earth 
Repeats  the  ftory  of  her  birth. 

4  While  all  the  flars  which  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 

And  fpread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

5  What  though  in  folemn  filence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terreftial  ball ; 
What  though  no  real  voice,  nor  found 
Amid  thefe  radiant  orbs  be  found, 

6  In  reafons  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  finging  as  they  fhine, 
The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine. 

JDDISON. 


HYMN 
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HYMN     VIII. 

The  Pleafure  of  contemplating  the  Glory  of  God 
in  his  Works, 

i  CREATIONS  God!  great,  wife  and  good, 
To  thee  our  fongs  we  raife  -> 
Nature  through  all  her  various  fcenes, 
Invites  us  to  thy  praife. 

2  At  morning,  evening,  noon,  and  nighty 

Frefh  wonders  ftrike  our  view  -, 
And  while  we  gaze,  our  hearts  exult 
With  pleafures  ever  new. 

3  Thy  glory  beams  in  ev'ry  ftar, 

Which  gilds  the  gloom  of  night ; 
And  clothes  the  fmiling  face  of  morn 
In  rays  of  chearful  light. 

4  In  all  his  fplendour  clad,  the  fun 

Majeflic  fpeaks  thy  name ; 
Nor  lefs  the  evening's  filent  fhades 
Thy  pow'r  divine  proclaim. 

5  The 
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5  The  lofty  hill,  the  humble  lawn, 

And  ev'ry  grace  they  wear ; 
The  verdant  groves  and  flow'ry  meads 
Thy  praifes,  all  declare. 

6  Lord,  while  in  all  thy  wond'rous  works 

Thy  vary'd  love  we  fee, 
Still  may  the  contemplation  lead 
Our  thoughts  and  hearts  to  thee. 


HYMN     IX. 

All  the  Works  of  God  Praife  him. 

i  ETERNAL  Wifdom,  thee  we  praife, 
Thee  the  creation  fings, 
With  thy  great  name,  rocks,  hills  and  feas 
And  heav'ns  high  palace  rings. 

2  Thy  hand  how  wide  it  fpreads  the  Iky  ! 
How  glorious  to  behold  ! 
Ting'd  with  a  blue  of  heav'nly  dye, 
And  ftarr'd  with  fparkling  gold. 

3Th< 
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3  There  thou  haft  bid  the  globes  of  light 

Their  endlefs  circles  run ; 
The  paler  planet  rules  the  night, 
The  day  obeys  the  fun. 

4  If  down  I  turn  my  wond'ring  eyes 

On  clouds  and  ftorms  below, 
Thofe  under-regions  of  the  Ikies 
Thy  num'rous  glories  fhow. 

5  The  noify  winds  ftand  ready  there 

Thy  orders  to  obey; 
With  founding  wings  they  fweep  the  air, 
To  make  thy  chariot  way, 

6  There,  like  a  trumpet  loud  and  ftrong, 

Thy  thunder  fhakes  our  coaft, 
While  the  red  lightnings  wave  along 
The  banners  of  thy  hoft : 

7  On  the  thin  air,  without  a  prop, 

Hang  fruitful  fhow'rs  around, 
At  thy  command  they  fink,  and  drop 
Their  fatnefs  on  the  ground. 

8  Lo 
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8  Lo  here  thy  wond'rous  fkill  arrays 

The  earth  in  chearful  green ; 

A  thoufand  herbs  thy  art  difplays 

A  thoufand  flow'rs  between. 

9  There  the  rough  mountains  of  the  deep 

Obey  thy  ftrong  command ; 
Thy  breath  can  raife  the  billows  fteep, 
Or  fink  them  on  the  fand. 

1 1  Infinite  ftrength,  and  equal  fkill 

Shine  through  thy  works  abroad, 
Our  fouls  with  vaft  amazement  fill, 
And  fpeak  the  builder  God. 

1 2  But  the  mild  glories  of  the  Lord 

Our  fofter  paffions  move ; 
Thy  grace  and  pity,  in  thy  word, 
We  fee,  adore  and  love. 

Colle&icn  of  Hymns  by  J.  and  C.  Weftley. 
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HYMN    X. 

Perfections  of  God  manifefted  in  his  JVorks  and 
Providence. 

1  THAT  pow'r  let  ev'ry  tongue  refound 

Which  bade  the  mountains  rife, 
Afiign'd  the  mighty  waVes  their  bound, 
And  built  the  lofty  fkies. 

2  Adore  the  wifdom  which  ordains 

The  fun  to  rule  the  day; 
By  which  the  moon  her  courfe  maintains; 
And  which  the  ftars  obey. 

3  Praife  ye  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 

Who  fills  the  earth  with  food ; 
Who  form'd  his  creatures  by  a  word^ 
And  then  pronounc'd  them  good. 

4.  What  wonders,  Lord,  around  are  fpread, 
Where'er  we  turn  our  eyes; 
Whether  we  view  the  ground  we  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  fkies ! 

There's 
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5  There's  not  a  plant  or  flow'r  below 

But  makes  thy  glories  known ; 
And  clouds  arife,  and  tempefls  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 

6  Creation,  vaft  as  it  may  be, 

Is  fubjecl:  to  thy  will; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  fiee, 
But  God  is  with  us  ftill. 

7  'Tis  on  his  earth  we  ftand  or  move, 

And  'tis  his  air  we  breathe ; 
All  heav'n  he  fills  with  beams  of  love, 
With  terrors  hell  beneath. 

8  On  him  each  moment  we  depend, 

If  he  withdraw,  we  die ; 

Oh  may  we  ne'er  that  God  offend 

Who  is  for  ever  nigh, 

WATTS, 
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HYMN     XL 

Praife  to  the  Creator. 
part    1. 

1  Jehovah  reigns,  let  ev'ry  nation  hear, 
And  at  his  footftool  bow  with  holy  fear, 
Let  heav'ns  high  arches  echo  with  his  name, 
And  the  whole  peopPd  earth  his  praife  pro- 
claim, 
Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  homage  dill  ex- 
tending, 
Thro'  boundlefs  ipace,  and  ages  never  end- 
ing. 

2,  He  rules  with  wide  and  abfolute  command 
O'er  the  wild  ocean,  and  the  fledfafl  land. 
Jehovah  reigns,  unbounded  and  alone, 
And  all  creation  hangs  beneath  his  throne. 
He  reigns  alone,  let  no  inferior  nature 
Ufurp  the  honours  of  the  fole  Creator. 

3  He  bade  the  ftruggling  beams  of  infant  light 
Shoot  thro'  the  mafly  gloom  of  ancient  night, 

His 
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His  fpirit  hufh'd  the  elemental  ftrife, 
And  fed  the  kindling  flame  of  Nature's  life, 
Seafons  and  and  months  began  their  long 

procefilon, 
And  meafur'd  o'er  the  year  in  bright  fuccefTu 

4  The  fun  receives  the  fplendour  of  his  ray, 
ArTumes  his  ftation,  and  creates  the  day  -, 
And  the  pale  moon  reflects  her  borrow'dligr 
Superior  o'er  the  fhadows  of  the  night; 
Ten  thoufand  giitt'ring  lamps  the  fkies  adorn 

ing. 
Num'rous  as  dew  drops  in  a  vernal  morning 

5  From  chaos  rifing,  earth  confefs'd  his  pow'r  j 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  plant  and  ev'ry  flow'r ; 
And  ifluing  from  the  hollow  of  his  hand 
The  waters  compafs  and  divide  the  land ; 
Seas,    rivers,    all  their-  deftin'd    channels 

knowing, 
And  in  new  forms  eternal  goodnefs  fhowing. 

6  The  new  born  earth  compleat,  in  rich  array, 
At  length  prepares  to  take  her  annual  way; 

And 
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And  with  untarnifh'd  luftre  as  lhe  flood, 
Her  maker  bleft  his  work,  and  call'd  it  good  j 
The  morning  ftars  with  joyful  acclamation 
Exulting  fung,  and  hail'd  the  new  creation. 

PART       II. 

This  wond'rous  globe,  the  creature  of  a  day, 
Tho*  built  by  God's  right  hand,  muft  pafs 

away 
And  long  oblivion  creep  o'er  mortal  things, 
The  fate  of  empires,  and  the  pride  of  kings; 
Eternal  night  fhall  veil  their  proudeft  (lory, 
And  drop  the  curtain  o'er  all  human  glory. 

The  fun  himfelf  with  gath'ring  clouds  opprefs'd 
Shall  in  his  filent,  dark  pavillion  reft ; 
His  golden  urn  fhall  break,  and  ufelefs  lie 
Amidft  the  common  ruins  of  the  fky ; 
The  ftars  rufh  headlong  in  the  wild  com- 
motion, 
And  bathe  their  glitt'ring  foreheads  in  the 
ocean. 

But  fix'd,  O  God,  for  ever  (lands  thy  throne. 
Jehovah  reigns  an  univerfe  alone ; 

Th' 
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Th'  eternal  fire,  that  feeds  each  vital  flam 
For  ever  was,  for  ever  is  the  fame ; 
He  dwells  within  his  own  unfathom'd  effen 
And  fills   all  fpace  with   his    unbounde 
prefence. 

10  But  oh !  we  fink  the  theme  we  aim  to  rai 

And  filence  is  our  leaft  injurious  praife. 

Ceafe,  ceafe  your  fongs,  the  daring  fligl 

controul, 

Revere  him  in  the  ftillnefs  of  the  foul ; 

With  humbleft  duty  proftrate  fall  before  hi 

And  deep  within  your  inmofl  hearts  ado 

him. 

ENFlELi 


PAR 


PART    III. 


H    T    M    N    S 
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PRAISE  OF  THE  PARTICULAR  ATTRI- 
BUTES OF  GOD. 


HYMN    XII. 
the  one  living  and  true  God. 

i  ETERNAL  God,  almighty  caufe 

Of  earth  and  feas,  and  worlds  unknown, 
All  things  are  fubject  to  thy  laws ; 
All  things  depend  on  thee  alone. 

1  Thy  glorious  being  fingly  (lands, 
Of  all  within  itfelf  poffefs'd; 
By  none  control'd  in  thy  commands, 
And  in  thyfelf  compleatly  blefs'd. 

3  No 
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3  No  other  can  thine  honours  claim, 

No  higher  deities  there  are ; 
No  rivals  bear  thine  awful  name, 
Nor  fellow-gods  thy  glory  fhare. 

4  In  thee,  O  Lord,  our  hopes  fhall  reft, 

Fountain  of  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ! 
Thy  favour  only  makes  us  blefs'd 
Without  thee  all  would  nothing  prove. 

5  Worfhip  to  thee  alone  belongs, 

Worfhip  to  thee  alone  we  give ; 
Thine  be  our  hearts,  and  thine  our  fongs, 
And  to  thy  glory  may  we  live  ! 


Lord  fpread  thy  name  thro*  heathen  lands, 

Their  idol  deities  dethrone ; 
Subdue  the  world  to  thy  commands, 

And  reign  thus,  God  of  Gods,,  alone. 

BROWN 


HYM> 


•art in.  HYMN    XIII.  25 

HYMN    XIII.    Long  Metre. 
God  invifible. 

TOO  feeble  are  thefe  eyes  of  ours 
To  reach,  O  Lord,  thy  bright  abode  5 
O,  'tis  beyond  a  creature's  pow'rs, 
To  glance  a  thought  half-way  to  God. 

:  The  Lord  of  glory  builds  his  feat 
Of  gems  infufferably  bright, 
And  lays  beneath  his  facred  feet, 
Subftantial  beams  of  gloomy  night. 

;  Yet,  glorious  Lord,  thy  gracious  eyes 
Look  through,  and  chear  us  from  above. 
Beyond  our  praife  thy  grandeur  flies, 
Yet  we  adore,  and  yet  we  love. 


HYMN 
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BOOK  I 


HYMN  XIV.    Common  Metre. 

God's  Eternity. 

i  RISE,  rife,  my  foul,  and  leave  the  ground 
Stretch  all  thy  thoughts  abroad; 
And  roufe  up  ev'ry  tuneful  found 
To  praife  th'  eternal  God. 

2  Long  ere  the  earth's  firm  bafe  was  laid, 

Jehovah  fuTd  his  throne; 
Or  heav'n  was  form'd,  or  angels  made, 
The  Maker  liv'd  alone. 

3  His  boundlefs  years  unfading  fee 

The  glories  of  his  name, 
Who,  dwelling  in  eternity, 

Is  through  the  whole  the  fame. 

4  While,  like  a  tide,  our  minutes  flow, 

The  prefent,  and  the  paft, 
He  fills  his  own  immortal  now, 
And  fees  our  ages  wafte. 

5  EartI 
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5  Earth,  fea  and  fky  mud  perifh  too, 

And  vaft  deftruction  come ; 
The  creatures !  look,  how  old  they  grow, 
And  wait  their  fiery  doom. 

6  Let  earth  and  fea  then  flirink  away, 

And  flame  melt  down  the  fky, 
My  God  fhall  live  an  endlefs  day, 
Though  all  creation  die. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    XV.    Common  Metre. 
God's  Decrees. 

1  LET  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie 

Abas'd  before  the  Lord; 
Whate'er  his  pow'rful  hand  has  form'd, 
He  governs  with  a  word. 

2  Ten  thoufand  ages  ere  the  flues     ' 

Were  into  motion  brought, 
All  the  long  years,  and  worlds  to  come, 
Stood  prefent  to  his  thought, 

C  2  There's 
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3  There's  not  a  fparrow,  or  a  worm, 

O'erlook'd  in  his  decrees ; 
He  raifes  monarchs  to  a  throne, 
Or  finks  with  equal  eafe. 

4  If  light  attend  the  courfe  I  go, 

'Tis  he  provides  the  rays; 
And  'tis  his  hand  that  hides  the  fun, 
If  darknefs  cloud  my  days. 

5  Truftrng  his  wifdom  and  his  love, 

I  would  not  wilh  to  know 
What  in  the  book  of  his  decrees, 
Awaits  me  here  below. 

6  Be  this  alone  my  fervent  pray'r, 

Whate'er  my  lot  fhall  be, 
Or  joys  or  forrows,  may  they  form 
My  foul  for  heav'n,  and  thee. 


HYMN 
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HYMN     XVI.  Long  Metre. 
'The  universal  Goodnefs  of  God. 

1  The  earth,  and  all  the  heavenly  frame, 
Their  great  Creator's  love  proclaim  j 
He  gives  the  fun  his  genial  pow'r, 
And  fends  the  foft  refrefhing  fhow'r. 

1  By  him  the  ground  its  riches  yields, 
And  harvefts  clothe  the  fmiling  fields, 
For  man,  who  from  his  bounteous  hand, 
Receives  the  gifts  of  ev'ry  land. 

3  Not  to  the  human  race  alone 
Is  his  diffufive  goodnefs  ihown ; 
The  tribes  of  earth,  and  fea,  and  air, 
Partake  his  univerfal  care. 

4  Not  ev'n  a  fparrow  yields  its  breath 
Till  God  permits  the  ftroke  of  death  3 
He  hears  the  ravens  when  they  call, 
The  fource  of  life,  and  joy,  to  all. 

Liverpool  ColIe<5lion, 
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HYMN    XVII.    Common  Metre. 

"The  Goodnejs  of  God  in  the  Frame  of  Nature. 

i  LORD,  thou  art  good ;  all  nature  fhews 
It's  mighty  author  kinds 
Thy  bounty  thro*  creation  flows 
Unceafmg,  unconfin'd. 

2  Each  part  declares,  in  loudeft  ftrains, 

That  infinite  good- will 
Which  gives  their  verdure  to  the  plains, 
And  clothes  the  fruitful  hill. 

3  It  fpreads  thro'  all  the  fpreading  main, 

And  heav'n  which  fpreads  more  wide ; 
It  drops  in  ev'ry  fhov/'r  of  rain, 
And  rolls  on  ev'ry  tide. 

4  Still  hath  it  been  diffus'd  and  free, 

Thro'  ages  pail  and  gone; 
Nor  ever  can  exhaufted  be, 
But  flill  keeps  flowing  on. 

Still 
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5  Still  through  the  whole  it  pours  fupplies, 

Spreads  joy  thro'  all  the  parts. 
Lord,  may  fuch  grace  attract  our  eyes, 
And  captivate  our  hearts. 

6  High  admiration  let  me  raife, 

Our  beft  affections  move; 

Employ  our  tongues  in  pfalms  of  praife, 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  love. 

BROWN. 


HYMN    XVIII.    Long  Metre. 
The  'Truth  of  God,     His  promifes  our  Security. 

1  PRAISE,  everlafling  praife,  be  paid, 
To  him  who  earth's  foundations  laid; 
To  God,  the  counfels  of  whofe  will 
All  nature's  laws  and  pow'rs  fulfil. 

2  Praife  to  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 
Who  rules  his  people  by  his  word ; 
Where  faith  contemplates  his  decrees, 
And  ev'ry  gracious  promife  fees. 

C  4  3  There 


32  HYMN    XVIII.  booki. 

3  There  may  the  pious,  humble  mind 
Support  in  all  its  troubles  find, 
And  on  that  mighty  God  may  flay, 
Whofe  pow'r  the  earth  and  heav'ns  difplay. 

4  From  whence  then  rife  diftreffing  fears .? 
Why  do  we  flill  indulge  our  tears  ? 

Or  why  without  thofe  comforts  live 
Our  God  and  Father  waits  to  give  ? 

5  Oh  !  for  a  ftrong  and  lively  faith, 
To  credit  what  our  Father  faith; 
And,  having  done  his  will,  to  place 
A  trufl  undoubting  in  his  grace. 

6  Should  earth  then  to  its  centre  quake, 
And  the  whole  frame  of  nature  fhake, 
Our  fleady  fouls  fhould  fear  no  more 
Than  folid  rocks,  when  billows  roar. 

7  Far  do  our  glorious  hopes  arife 

Above  the  earth,  beyond  the  fides ; 

And  firm  their  bafis  fhail  remain, 

Though  thefe  to  chaos  fink  again. 

TVJTTS. 
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HYMN     XIX.    Common  Metre. 

The  aweful  Majefty,  and  engaging  Goodnefs  cf 

God, 

i  THE  Lord,  how  glorious  is  his  name ! 
How  wide  is  his  command  ? 
Nature  with  all  her  wond'rous  frame 
Leans  on  his  mighty  hand. 

i  Juftice  and  judgment  are  his  throne, 
And  mercy  forms  his  robe  ; 
While  now  his  bleflings  make  him  known, 
And  now  he  makes  the  globe. 

3  The  raging  and  the  calmer  feas 

Obey  their  mighty  Lord; 
The  earth's  vaft  empires  he  can  raife, 
Or  fink  them  with  a  word. 

4  Ten  thoufand  angels  round  him  fall, 

And  nobleft  worfhip  pay; 
His  mercy  looks  beyond  them  all, 
On  mortals  when  they  pray. 

C  5  5  The 
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5  The  Sovereign  wears  a  parent's  face 

And  feels  his  pity  move ; 
His  look  befpeaks  the  mildeft  grace, 
He  makes  his,  title  love. 

6  With  joy  we  own  a  father's  reign, 

Whatever  be  his  will; 
In  health  or  ficknefs,  eafe  or  pain, 
He  loves  his  children  ftill. 

7  No,  ne'er  fhall  fretful  paflions  rife, 

No  more  will  we  complain: 
'Tis  love  that  gives  us  all  our  joys, 
And  love  that  takes  again. 

watts. 
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HYMN    XX.    Common  Metre. 

The  Companion  of  God. 

HOPE  of  the  wretched,  thou  alone 

The  broken  heart  canft  bind, 
Eafe  every  bofom  pang  we  feel, 


And  raife  the  finking  mind. 


2  Did 
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2  Did  ever,  Lord,  thy  gracious  ear, 

A  contrite  pray'r  difdain  ? 
Or  when  did  mis'ry  humbly  figh, 
And  look  to  thee  in  vain. 

3  Opprefs'd  with  grief  and  friame,  diffolv'd 

In  penitential  tears, 
Thy  goodnefs  calms  our  reftlefs  doubts, 
And  diffipates  our  fears. 

4  Thy  grace  the  fainting  foul  revives, 

To  joy  again  it  lives  ; 
Oh !    that  we  may  no  more  offend 
The  God  who  thus  forgives. 


5  This  grace  hath  caus'd  celeftial  hope 

To  fhine  ferenely  bright ; 
And  fhed  its  foft  and  chearing  beam 
O'er  forrow's  darker!  night. 

6  Our  hearts  adore  thy  mercy,  Lord, 

And  blefs  the  friendly  ray, 
Which  ufhers  in  the  fmiling  morn 
Of  everlafting  day. 

C  6  Mrs.  CARTER 
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HYMN   XXI.    Common  Metre. 
Condefcenfion  of  God  to  human  Affairs. 

NOW  to  the  great  eternal  King, 
Exalted  all  our  thoughts  above, 

Let  us  our  thankful  homage  bring, 
And  praife  the  riches  of  his  love. 


2  He  who  can  fhake  earth's  fledfaft  bafe, 

Or  heav'n's  foundations  with  a  word, 
How  great  the  wonders  of  his  grace  ! 
How  condefcending  is  the  Lord ! 

3  The  Lord  who  floops  to  view  the  fides, 

And  bows  to  fee  what  angels  do, 
Yet  down  to  earth  directs  his  eyes, 
And  bends  his  footfteps  downwards  too. 

4  He  regulates  the  various]  fprings 

On  which  depend  our  mean  affairs ; 
On  humble  man,  the  King  of  kings 
Beftows  his  councils  and  his  cares. 


5  His 
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5  His  grace  invites  us  to  his  throne 

In  ev'ry  grief,  in  ev'ry  fear : 
There  may  we  make  our  forrows  known, 
And  leave  them  all  behind  us  there. 

6  In  yain  would  monarchs,  fhould  they  try, 

Schemes  of  fuch  condefcenfion  plan. 
For  man  was  never  rais'd  fo  high 
Above  his  meaneft  fellow  man. 

7  Could  we  a  tribute,  Lord,  devife, 

Proportion^  to  thy  grace  to  raife ; 

Our  grateful  fongs  fhould  pafs  the  Ikies, 

And  angels  learn  from  us  to  praife. 

WATTS. 


HYMN     XXII.     Long  Metre. 
The  Majefty  and  Condefcenfion  of  God. 

i  THE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 
And  round  his  heav'nly  throne, 
Eternal  fplendours  blaze, 
And  make  the  Godhead  known. 


His 
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His  glories  fhine 
With  beams  fo  bright 
No  mortal  eye 
Can  bear  the  fight. 

2  The  thunders  of  his  hand 
Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe ; 
His  wrath  and  juftice  Hand 
To  guard  his  holy  law; 

Yet  humble  fouls 
May  feek  his  face ; 
His  truth  confirms 
And  feals  the  grace. 

3  Thro*  all  his  difPrent  ways, 
What  wond'rous  wifdom  fhines ; 
Each  hoftile  pow'r  confounds, 
And  breaks  their  vain  defigns : 

Strong  is  his  arm, 
And  fhall  fulfil 
In  heav'n  and  earth, 
His  fov'reign  will. 

4  And  will  this  mighty  God 
To  mortals  condefcend  ? 
And  does  he  call  himfelf 

Cl  My  Father  and  my  Friend  ?" 
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I  love  his  name ;  II  \ 
I  love  his  word ; 
Join  all  my  pow'rs, 

And  praife  the  Lord. 

watts. 


HYMN     XXIII.    Long  Metre. 

The  Majefty  and  Condefcenfion  of  God. 

1  JEHOVAH  reigns,  and  round  his  throne 
What  fplendours  make  the  Godhead  known ! 
His  glory  fhines  with  beams  fo  bright, 

No  mortal  can  fuftain  the  fight. 

2  His  terrors  keep  the  world  in  awe ; 
His  juftice  guards  his  holy  law ; 
His  love  reveals  a  foiling  face, 

His  truth  and  promife  feal  the  grace. 

3  Thro1  all  his  works  his  wifdom  fhines, 
No  pow'r  can  baffle  his  defigns : 

His  arm  is  mighty  to  fulfil 
The  nobleft  councils  of  his  will. 

4.  And 
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4  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  defcend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 
Then  let  my  fongs  with  angels  join ; 
Heav'n  is  fecure,  if  God  be  mine. 


HYMN    XXIV.    Long  Metre. 

God's  Condefcenjlon  to  our  Worjh'vp. 

1  THY  favours,  Lord,  furprize  our  fouls  ! 
Will  the  Eternal  dwell  with  us  ? 
What  canft  thou  find  beneath  the  poles 
To  tempt  thy  chariot  downward  thus  ? 

2  Still  might  he  fill  his  flarry  throne, 
Where  angels  raife  the  nobleft  fongs ; 
But  heav'n's  almighty  King  comes  down, 
And  hearkens  to  our  mortal  tongues. 

3  Great  God  !  what  poor  returns  we  pay 
For  love  fo  infinite  as  thine  ! 

Words  are  but  air,  and  tongues  but  clayj 
But  thy  companion's  all  divine. 

WATTS, 


PART    IV. 


H    T    M    N    S 


IN    PRAISE    OF 


THE  GOVERNMENT,  AND  PROVIDENCE, 
OF  GOD. 


HYMN     XXV.     Common  Metre, 

God's  eternal  Dominion. 

i  GREAT  God,  how  infinite  art  thou  ! 
How  frail  and  weak  are  we  ! 
Let  ev'ry  rank  of  being  bow, 
And  pay  its  praife  to  thee. 

2  Unnumber'd  ages  e'er  thy  hand 
Or  earth  or  heav'n  had  made 
Thy  throne  had  flood,  and  ftill  lhall  ftand 
When  thefe  in  duft  are  laid.   . 

3  The 
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3  The  pall,  the  future,  to  thine  eye 

At  once  their  fcenes  difplay, 
From  the  formation  of  the  fky, 
To  the  laft  aweful  day. 

4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years, 

Stands  prefent  in  thy  view ; 
To  thee  there's  nothing  old  appears, 
Great  God,  there's  nothing  new. 

5  From  our  perpetual  changes  flow 

New  counfels  and  new  cares. 
Thy  fchemes  no  alteration  know, 
No  changes  thine  affairs. 

6  Great  God,  how  infinite  art  thou ! 

How  frail  and  weak  are  we  ! 

Let  ev'ry  rank  of  being  bow, 

And  pay  its  praife  to  thee. 

WATTS. 


HYMN 
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HYMN    XXVI.   Common  Metre. 
God  the  /over •eign  Proprietor  of  all  Things. 

ALMIGHTY  God,  thy  pow'rful  word, 
From  nothing  all  things  brought : 

Earth,  feas,  and  fkies,  by  thee  their  Lord, 
With  faultlefs  fkill  were  wrought : 

,  By  thee  preferv'd,  the  whole  remains 
A  proof  of  pow'r  divine ; 
And  whatfo'er  this  whole  contains, 
By  fov'reign  right  is  thine. 

;  To  thee,  and  thee  alone,  we  bow, 
To  thee  alone  would  live ; 
All  that  we  have  to  thee  we  vow, 
Ourfelves  to  thee  we  give. 

f.  Accept  what  we,  with  faith  and  love, 

To  thine  high  will  refign; 

And  let  thy  grace  preferve,  improve, 

And  perfect,  what  is  thine. 

BROWN. 
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HYMN     XXVII.     Common  Metre. 

ihe  Providence  of  God. 

i  5TIS  God  conduces  the  varying  fcenes 
Of  life's  miftaken  good  and  ill; 
Nothing  without  him  intervenes, 
And  all  is  plann'd  with  perfect  (kill. 

2  He  gives,  and  with  a  father's  care, 

Howe'er  unjuftly  we  complain, 
To  each  his  neceffary  fhare 

Of  joy  and  forrow,  eafe  and  pain. 

3  All  things  on  earth,  like  all  above, 

On  his  eternal  will  depend, 
And  all  would  equal  bleffings  prove, 
Did  man  purfue  his  proper  end. 

4  Be  this  our  care ;   for  all  befide 

Lefs  anxious  let  our  wifhes  be. 
Paflion  be  ftill,  abanYd  be  pride, 

And  nVd  our  fouls,  O  God>  on  thee. 

HYMIn 
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HYMN     XXVIII.   Long  Metre. 
The  Darknefs  of  Providence. 

LORD,  we  adore  thy  vail  defigns, 
Th*  obfcure  abyfs  of  providence, 
Too  deep  to  found  with  mortal  lines, 
Too  dark  to  view  with  feeble  fenfe. 

Now  thou  array'ft  thine  awful  face 
[n  angry  frowns,  without  a  fmile : 
We,  thro*  the  cloud,  believe  thy  grace; 
Secure  of  thy  companion  ftill. 

Thro'  feas  and  ftorms  of  deep  diflrefs, 
We  fail  by  faith,  and  not  by  fight ; 
Faith  guides  us  in  the  wildernefs, 
Thro'  all  the  briars,  and  the  night. 

Dear  Father,  if  thy  lifted  rod 
Refolve  to  fcourge  us  here  below, 
Still  we  muft  lean  upon  our  God. 
Thine  arm  fhall  bear  us  fafely  through. 
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HYMN'  XXIX.  Long  Metre. 

"The  Stability  of  God's  Government. 
i  JEHOVAH reigns;  the  King  of  kings 
Affumes  his  robes  of  glorious  light; 
Tremble  thou  earth,  when  he  appears 
Array 'd  in  majefty  and  might. 

2  He  reigns,  and  the  unquiet  world 
Shall  gain  liability  and  peace : 
Eternal  hath  his  empire  been, 
And,  like  himfelf,  fhall  never  ceafe. 

3  In  vain  would  earth's  united  pow'rs 
In  mad  rebellion  dare  to  rife, 
Though,  like  the  ftormy  fea,  they  feem'd 
To  bid  defiance  to  the  ikies. 

4  Ye  feeble  fons  of  men,  be  wife, 
And  bow  to  all  his  fov'reign  will, 
Whofe  voice  the  raging  ocean  hears, 

And  all  its  waves  at  once  are  ftill. 

- 

5  Truth,  wifdom,  goodnefs,  form  the  bafe 

On  which  thy  throne,  eternal,  Hands  ; 

This  is  thy  glory,  mighty  God, 

And  ours  to  follow  thy  commands. 

PATRICK, 
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HYMN    XXX.    Long  Metre. 
God  our  Support  and  Preferver. 

i  GREAT  God,  we  fing  that  mighty  hand, 
By  which,  fupported  ftill,  we  Hand; 
Our  op'ning  years  thy  mercy  fhow, 
Thy  mercy  crowns  them  as  they  flow. 

2  In  ev'ry  place,  through  ev'ry  hour 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  thy  pow'r, 
By  thy  inceflant  bounty  fed ; 

By  thy  unerring  counfel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  pad  we  own : 
The  future  all  to  us  unknown, 

To  thee  commit  in  humble  pray'r, 
And  banifh  ev'ry  anxious  care. 

4  In  fcenes  exalted,  or  deprefs'd, 

Be  thou  our  joy,  our  hope,  our  reft  j 
Unchang'd  through  all  our  changing  days, 
Thy  love  may  we  with  fervour  praife. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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HYMN    XXXI.    Common  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  the  Preferver  and  Benefactor  of  all 
his  Creatures. 

i  M  Y  God,  my  king,  to  thee  I'll  raife 
My  voice,  and  all  my  pow'rs, 
Unwearied  fong's  of  facred  praife 
Shall  fill  my  circling  hours. 

2  How  large  thy  tender  mercies  are, 

How  wide  thy  love  extends ! 
On  thy  beneficence  and  care, 
The  univerfe  depends. 

3  To  thee,  O  Lord,  for  daily  food 

Thy  creatures  lift  their  eyes, 
Their  Maker  fills  their  mouths  with  good^ 
And  all  their  wants  fupplies. 

4  Thy  unexhaufted  bounty  gives, 

New  blefiings  ev'ry  hour; 
And  all  created  nature  lives 

Each  moment  by  thy  pow'r.      steele. 

PART 


PART    V. 


H    T    M    N    S 


OF     PRAISE  TO 


PRAISE  TO  GOD  ON  ACCOUNT  OF  THE 
RELATION  HE  BEARS  TO  GOOD  MEN. 


HYMN    XXXII.    Long  Metre. 

God  every  where  prejent  with  his  People. 

i  Still  doth  thy  prefence,  Lord,  pervade 
Each  different  world  thy  hand  hath  made. 
Thy  watchful  eyes  which  never  fleep, 
In  ev'ry  place  thy  children  keep. 

2  Thy  favour  crowns  them  when  they  meet, 
And  makes  their  intercourfes  fweet ; 
When  fep'rate,  they  rejoice  to  fhare 
Thy  gracious  counfels,  and  thy  care. 

D  3  In 
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3  In  thee  our  chearful  hopes  we  place, 
In  thee,  the  God  of  truth  and  grace. 
Still  caufe  thy  face  on  us  to  fhine, 
And  guide  and  guard  us  ftill,  as  thine. 

4  Give  us  within  thy  houfe  to  raife 
Again  united  fongs  of  praife ; 
Or,  if  that  joy  no  more  be  known, 
Give  us  to  meet  around  thy  throne. 

DODDRIDGE, 


HYMN    XXXIII.     Common  Metre. 

God  at  all  'Times,  and  every  where,  the  Guide  and 

Refuge  of  his  Servants. 
i  How  are  thy  fervants  blefs'd,  O  Lord, 
How  fure  is  their  defence  ! 
Eternal  wifdom  is  their  guide, 
Their  help  Omnipotence. 

2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 
Supported  by  thy  care, 
Unhurt,  they  pafs  through  burning  climes, 
And  breathe  in  tainted  air. 

3  Thy 
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3  Thy  mercy  fweetens  ev'ry  toil, 

Makes  ev'ry  region  pleafe ; 
The  hoary  frozen  hills  to  warm, 
And  fmooths  the  boift'rous  feas. 

4  When  by  the  dreadful  tempeft  borne 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
They  know  thou  art  not  flow  to  hear, 
Nor  impotent  to  fave. 

5  The  ftorm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire 

Obedient  to  thy  will ; 
The  fea  that  roars  at  thy  command, 
At  thy  command  is  ftill. 

6  In  midft  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death, 

Thygoodnefs  we'll  adore; 
And  praife  thee  for  thy  mercies  paft, 
And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

7  Our  life,  while  thou  preferv'ft  that  life, 

Thy  facrifice  fhall  be  -3 
May  death,  whenever  death  iTiall  come, 
Unite  us,  Lord,  to  thee. 

ADDISON. 
D    2  HYMN 
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HYMN    XXXIV.   Common  Metre. 

Confidence  in  God  our  Father. 

i  ON  thee,  O  God,  our  fouls  depend, 
Whofe  grace  is  ever  near, 
Thou  wilt  our  father  and  our  friend, 
In  ev'ry  fcene  appear. 

2  With  open  hand,  and  lib'ral  heart, 

Thou  wilt  our  wants  fupply ; 
The  beft  of  bleffings  ftill  impart, 
And  nothing  good  deny. 

3  Thou  knoweft  always  what  is  fit, 

And  wifdom  guides  thy  love ; 
To  thine  appointment  we  fubmit, 
And  all  thy  will  approve. 

4  In  thy  paternal  love  and  care, 

With  chearful  hearts  we  truft ; 
Thy  mercies  never-failing  are, 
And  all  thy  ways  are  juft. 

5  What 
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5  What  can  we  afk,  or  wifh  for,  more  ? 
What  God  ordains  is  beft ; 
And  heav'n,  whate'er  we  want  before, 
Will  make  us  amply  blefs'd. 


HYMN   XXXV.    Common  Metre. 
Conjolation  and  Confidence  in  God  our  Father. 

i  MY  God,  my  Father!   chearing  name! 
Oh  may  I  call  thee  mine  ? 
Give  me  with  humble  hope  to  claim 
A  portion  fo  divine. 

1  This  comfort  can  my  fears  controul, 
And  bid  my  forrows  fly ; 
What  real  harm  can  reach  my  foul 
Beneath  my  Father's  eye  ? 

3  Whate'er  thy  providence  denies 
I  calmly  would  refign, 
For  thou  art  juft,  and  good,  and  wife ; 
And  let  thy  will  be  mine. 

D  3  4  Whate'er 
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4  Whate'er  that  gracious  will  ordains 

Lord  give  me  ftrength  to  bear ; 
Still  let  me  fay,  "  My  Father  reigns/' 
And  trull  his  tender  care. 

5  Thy  ways,  great  God,  are  little  known 

To  my  weak  erring  fight  5 

Yet  fhall  my  foul,  believing,  own 

That  all  thy  ways  are  right. 

STEELE. 


HYMN    XXXVI.    Short  Metre. 
Prayer  and  Praife  to  God  our  Shepherd. 

1  THE  Lord,  my  fhepherd  and  my  guide, 

Will  all  my  wants  fupplyj 
In  fafety  I  mail  ftill  abide 
Beneath  his  watchful  -eye. 

2  If  from  his  fold  I  thoughtlefs  ftray 

He  brings  the  wand'rer  home ; 
And  fhews  my  erring  feet  the  way 
Where  dangers  mail  not  come. 

3  When 


party.         HYMN    XXXVI.  55 

3  When  haft'ning  to  the  filent  tomb, 

And  death's  dark  fhades  draw  near, 
Thy  prefence,  Lord,  fhall  chear  the  gloom, 
And  banifh  ev'ry  fear. 

4  No  evil  can  my  foul  difmay, 

When  near,  my  God,  to  thee ; 
Thy  rod  fhall  well  direct  my  way, 
Thy  ftafF  my  comfort  be. 

5  Thy  favours  compafs  me  around ; 

Thou  giv'ft  me  peace  and  food  ; 
By  thee  my  growing  life  is  crown'd. 
With  ev'ry  needful  good* 

6  Thus  let  thy  love,  extended  flill 

Through  all  my  future  days, 
Keep  me  obedient  to  thy  will, 
And  fervent  in  thy  praife. 

STEELE, 


BOOK    II. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING   TO 

PARTICULAR     DUTIES. 


PART   I. 

HYMNS  RECOMMENDING  RELIGION  IN  GENERAL, 


HYMN   XXXVII.  Long  Metre. 

The  one  'Thing  needful. 

i  WHY  will  ye  wafte  on  trifling  cares 
The  lives,  divine  companion  fpares  ? 
While  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot  ? 

2  Shall  God  invite  you  from  above ; 
Hath  Jefus  urg'd  his  dying  love ; 
Shall  wak'ning  confcience  give  you  pain ; 
And  all  thefe  pleas  unite  in  vain  ? 

D  5  3  Not 
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3  Not  fo  your  dying  eyes  will  view 
The  objects  which  ye  now  purfue ; 
Not  fo  will  heav'n  and  hell  appear 
When  the  decifive  hour  is  near. 

4  Almighty  God,  thine  aid  impart 
To  fix  conviction  on  the  heart; 

To  take  the  film  from  off  their  eyes, 
And  make  the  fooliih  fcorners  wife. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN  XXXVIII.    Long  Metre. 
The  Vanity  of  Creatures:  or,  No  Reft  on  Earth, 

i  HOW  ftrong  and  refllefs  our  defires, 
As  changing  objects  wake  their  fires  ; 
We  try  the  round,  and  try  again, 
But  prove  them  all,  and  always,  vain. 

a  Fruidefs  the  fearch  from  earth  to  find 
A  portion  equal  to  the  mind; 
In  vain  we  hope  its  pow'rs  to  fill ; 
The  inward  thirft  torments  us  ftill 

3  s< 
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3  So  when  a  raging  fever  burns, 
We  fhift  from  fide  to  fide  by  turns ; 
And  'tis  a  poor  relief  we  gain, 

To  change  the  place,  but  keep  the  pain. 

4  Great  God !  fubdue  this  vicious  thirft, 
This  love  of  vanity  and  duft  -, 

Cure  the  vile  fever  of  the  mind, 
And  feed  our  fouls  with  joys  refin'd. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    XXXIX,   Common  Metre. 

The  Deceitfulnefs  of  Sin. 

i  SIN  has  a  thoufand  treach'rous  arts 
To  pra6tife  on  the  mind ; 
With  "flatt'ring  looks  fhe  tempts  our  hearts, 
But  leaves  a  fling  behind. 

2  With  names  of  virtue  fhe  deceives, 
The  aged  and  the  young ; 
And  while  the  heedlefs  wretch  believes, 
She  makes  his  fetters  ftrong, 

3  She 
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3  She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  flie  brings, 

And  gives  a  fair  pretence ; 

But  cheats  the  foul  of  heav'nly  things, 

And  chains  it  down  to  fenfe. 

Kfltt. 


HYMN    XL.    Common  Metre. 

Love  to  the  Creatures  is  dangerous. 

i  HOW  vain  are  all  things  here  below ! 
How  falfe,  and  yet  how  fair  ! 
Each  pleafure  has  its  poifon  too, 
And  ev'ry  fweet  a  fnare. 

2  The  brightefl  things  below  the  fky 

Give  but  a  flatt'ring  light ; 
We  often  find  fome  danger  nigh, 
When  we  pofTefs  delight. 

3  Our  friends,  with  whom,  in  mutual  love, 

The  path  of  life  we've  trod, 
May  fteal  our  hearts  from  things  above, 
And  turn  us  back  from  God. 

4  How 
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4  How  oft  has  fad  experience  prov'd, 

When  goods  of  earth  and  fenfe, 
Have  once  our  warm  affections  mov'd, 
'Tis  hard  to  call  them  thence. 

5  Dear  Father!   let  thy  glories  be 

My  foul's  eternal  foods 
And  be  thy  favour  more  to  me 

Than  all  created  good.  watts. 


HYMN    XLI.  Common  Metre. 

The  World's  three  chlaf  Temptations* 

i  WHEN  in  the  light  of  faith  divine 
We  look  on  things  below, 
Honour,  and  gold,  and  fenfual  joy, 
How  vain  and  dang'rous  too ! 

1  Honour's  a  puff  of  noify  breath, ; 
Yet  men  expofe  their  blood, 
And  venture  everlafling  death 
To  gain  that  airy  good, 

3  Whilft 
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3  Whilft  others  ftarve  the  nobler  mind, 

And  feed  on  ihining  duft ; 
They  rob  the  ferpent  of  his  food, 
T'  indulge  a  fordid  lull. 

4  The  pleafures  that  allure  our  fenfe, 

Are  dang'rous  fnares  to  fouls ! 
There's  byt  a  drop  of  flatt'ring  fweet, 
And  dalh'd  with  bitter  bowls. 

5  God  is  mine  all  fufficient  good, 

My  portion  and  my  choice ; 
In  him  my  vail  defires  are  fllTd, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  rejoice. 

6  In  vain  the  world  accofts  my  ear, 

And  tempts  my  heart  anew ; 
I  cannot  buy  your  blifs  fo  dear, 
Nor  part  with  heav'n  for  you. 


HYMN 
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HYMN    XLIL     Common  Metre. 

^he  Mjfery  of  being  without  God  in  this  World: 
or,  Vain  Profperity. 

1  NO,  I  fhall  envy  them  no  more, 
Who  grow  prophanely  great, 
Tho'  they  increafe  their  golden  (lore, 
And  rife  to  wond'rous  height. 


o 


a  They  tafle  of  all  the  joys  that  grow, 
Upon  this  earthly  clod  ! 
Well,  they  may  fearch  the  creature  thro*, 
For  they  have  ne'er  a  God. 

3  Shake  off  the  thoughts  of  dying  too, 

And  think  your  life  your  own ; 
But  death  comes  hafiVning  on  to  you, 
To  mow  your  glory  down. 

4  Yes,  ye  muft  bow  your  {lately  head, 

Each  worldly  comfort  fly, 
And  no  kind  angel  near  your  bed 
To  whilper  future  joy. 

5  Go 
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5  Go  now,  and  boaft  of  all  your  ftores, 
And  tell  how  bright  they  Ihine  ; 
Your  heaps  of  glitt'ring  duft  are  your's, 
But  God  and  heav'n  are  mine,     watts. 


HYMN    XLIII.     Common  Metre. 

Parting  with  carnal  Joys. 

i  MY  foul  can  find  no  portion  here, 
Vain  world,  from  hence  adieu; 
How  mean  thy  boafted  goods  appear, 
And  full  of  danger  too. 

2  Your  friendihip  I  will  feek  no  more, 

No  more  your  vot'ry  be ; 
You  cannot  give,  from  all  your  (lore, 
True  happinefs  to  me. 

3  There's  nothing  found  beneath  the  (ky 

That  fuits  my  vaft  defirej 
To  nobler  and  more  lading  joy, 
.    My  rifing  thoughts  afpire. 

4  Where 
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4  Where  pleafure  rolls  its  living  flood, 

From  fin  and  drofs  refin'd, 
Still  fpringing  from  the  throne  of  God, 
And  fit  to  fill  the  mind. 

5  The  mighty  Ruler  of  the  fphere, 

Supremely  good  and  great; 
Brings  his  own  all-fufficience  there, 

To  make  our  blifs  compleat.        watts. 


HYMN    XLIV.      Long  Metre. 
Youth  and  Judgment^  Eccl.  xi.  9. 

1  Y  E  fons  of  Adamy  vain  and  young, 
Indulge  your  eyes,  indulge  your  tongue  5 
Tafte  the  delights  your  fouls  defire, 
And  give  a  loofe  to  all  your  fire : 

2  Purfue  the  pleafures  you  defign, 

And  chear  your  hearts  with  fongs  and  wine; 

Enjoy  die  day  of  mirth;  but  know, 

There  is  a  day  of  judgment  too. 

3  God 
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3  God  from  on  high  beholds  your  thoughts ; 
His  book  records  your  fecret  faults  -, 
The  works  of  darknefs  you  haVe  done, 
Muft  all  appear  before  the  fun. 

4  The  veng'ance  to  your  follies  due, 
Should  ftrike  your  hearts  with  terror  thro* : 
How  will  you  ftand  before  his  face, 

Or  anfwer  for  his  injur'd  grace  ? 

5  Almighty  God,  turn  off  their  eyes 
From  thefe  alluring  vanities  ; 
And  let  the  thunder  of  thy  word 
Awake  their  fouls  to  fear  the  Lord, 


HYMN    XLV.     Common  Metre. 

Youth  and  Judgment. 

l  LO,  the  young  tribes  of  Adam  rife, 
And  thro*  all  nature  rove, 
Fulfil  the  wifhes  of  their  eyes, 

And  tafte  the  joys  they  love. 

2  They 
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2  They  give  a  loofe  to  wild  defires ; 
But  let  the  finners  know, 
The  flrid  account  that  God  requires 
Of  al]  the  works  they  do. 

3  The  judge  prepares  his  throne  on  high> 

The  frighted  earth  and  feas 
Avoid  the  fplendour  of  his  eye, 
And  flee  .before  his  face. . 

4  How  fhall  I  bear  that  dreadful  day, 

And  (land  the  fiery  teft  ? 
I'll  give  all  finful  joys  away, 
To  be  for  ever  bleft. 


HYMN    XLVI.     Long  Metre. 

Wijdom  obeyed  or  refifted.  Pro  v.  viii.  34 — 36. 

1   THUS  faith  the  wifdom  of  the  Lord, 
-    "  Blefs'd  is  the  man  who  hears  my  word ; 
<c  Keeps  daily  watch  before  my  gates, 
ec  And  at  my  feet  for  mercy  waits. 

2  "Who 
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2  cf  Who  feek  me,  never  feek  in  vain, 

"  Favour  with  God  they  fhall  obtain ; 
"  Their  life  he'll  crown  with  peace  below, 
cc  And  endlefs  life  in  heav'n  beftow. 
» 

3  "But  the  vile  wretch  that  flies  from  me, 
"  Doth  his  own  foul  an  injury: 

"  Fools  that  againft  my  grace  rebel, 

"  Seek  death,  and  love  the  road  to  hell." 

WJTTS. 


HYMN    XLVII.      Short  Metre. 

Pleafures  of  Religion. 
COME,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  fong  with  fweet  accord, 
And  thus  approach  his  throne. 

Here  let  the  pious  mind 

Bid  all  its  forrows  ceafe  ; 

Religion  ever  was  defign'd 

Our  pleafures  to  encreafe. 


3  This 
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3       This  glorious  God  is  ours, 
The  God  whofe  name  is  love ; 
And  he  will  fend  his  quick'ning  pow'rs 
To  raife  our  hearts  above. 

4.       There  fhall  we  fee  his  face, 
And  never,  never  fin; 
There  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace 
Drink  endlefs  pleafures  in. 


Yes,  and  before  we  fee 
The  glories  of  that  date, 
The  thought  of  what  we  there  fhall  be 
Should  joy  on  earth  create. 

The  Sons  of  God  have  found 
Glory  begun  below; 
Celeftial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

Then  let  our  forrows  ceafe, 
And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry; 
We  travel  through  the  paths  of  peace 

To  perfect  blifs  on  high.  watts. 

HYMN 
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HYMN   XLVIII.    Long  Metre. 
tfhe  Pleqfures  of  a  good  Conjcience. 

i  LORD,  how  fecure  and  bleft  are  they 
Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardon'd  fin ! 
Should  ftorms  of  wrath  fhake  earth  and  fea, 
Their  minds  have  heav'n  and  peace  within. 

2,  The  day  glides  fwiftly  o'er  their  heads, 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love ; 
And  foft  and  filent  as  the  fhades. 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move. 

3  Quick  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come  on^ 
But  not  with  equal  fwiftnefs  flee ; 

Their  upright  fouls  are  bright  as  noon, 
And  calm  as  fummer  evJnings  be. 

4  Weary'd,  they  turn  from  mortal  toils 
To  worlds  where  endlefs  pleafures  flow ; 
And  thankful  hopes  and  chearful  fmiles. 
Refume  their  place  upon  their  brow. 

5  Grea 
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j  Great  God,  fhall  we,  like  worms  and  moles, 
Grov'ling  in  dull:,  for  ever  lie  ? 
Exalt  our  views,  renew  our  fouls, 
That  we  may  tafte  thy  child rens  joy. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    XLIX.     Common  Metre. 
The  Advantages  of  early  Religion. 

i  HOW  happy  he  whofe  early  years 
Receive  inftruction  well ; 
Who  hates  the  finner's  path,  and  fears 
The  road  that  leads  to  hell  ? 

2  Our  youth  devoted  to  the  Lord 

is  pleafing  in  his  eyes : 
No  tears  of  penitence  afford 
An  equal  facrifice. 

3  'Tis  eafierwork  if  we  begin 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes ; 
While  finners  that  grow  old  in  fin 
Are  hardened  by  their  crimes. 


4  It 
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4  It  faves  from  many  fnares  and  fears 

To  mind  religion  young; 
With  joy  it  crowns  fucceeding  years, 
And  renders  virtue  ftrong. 

5  To  thee,  almighty  God,  to  thee 

Our  hearts  we  now  refign : 
'Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back,  and  fee 
That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 

6  We'll  do  thy  work,  we'll  fpeak  thy  praife, 

While  we  have  hands  and  breath. 

Thus,  we're  prepar'd  for  future  days, 

Or  fit  for  early  death. 

WATTS. 


HYMN  L.    Long  Metre. 

Inconftancy  in  Religion  lamented. 

i  PERPETUAL  fource  of  light  and  grace, 
We  praife  thy  facred  name. 
Thro'  ev'ry  year's  revolving  round, 
Thy  goodnefs  is  the  fame. 

2  On 
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2  On  us,  unworthy  as  we  are, 
It's  blefllngs  ftill  it  pours, 

Sure  as  the  heav'ns  eftablinYd  courfe, 
And  plenteous  as  the  fhow'rs. 

3  But  we  inconflant  fervice  pay, 
And  feeble  vows  renew; 
Tranfient  too  oft  as  morning  clouds, 
And  like  the  early  dew, 

4  Our  former  follies,  Lord,  we  mourn, 
And  would  thy  grace  implore, 

To  guide  our  often  erring  fleps, 
That  we  may  ftray  no  more. 

5  Aided  by  energy  divine, 
Let  us  more  fteadfaft  prove ; 

And  with  a  quicken'd  progrefs  prefs 
On  to  thy  courts  above. 

5  So  by  thy  pow'r  the  morning  fun 
Purfues  his  radiant  way, 
Brightens  each  moment  in  his  race, 
And  fhines  to  perfect  day. 

DODDRIDGE. 

E  HYMN 
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HYMN    LI.    Common  Metre. 

"Prayer  for  Steadfafinejs  and  Progrefs  in  Religion. 

i  O  GOD,  my  ftrength  and  hope, 
On  thee  I  cart  my  care ; 
With  humble  confidence  look  up 
To  thee  who  heareft  pray'r. 

2  Give  me  on  thee  to  wait, 
Till  I  can  all  things  do, 
On  thee,  almighty  to  create, 
Almighty  to  renew. 

2  Give  me  a  fober  mind, 
A  felf  denying  will, 
To  trample  down,  and  carl  behind 
The  baits  of  pkafmg  ill 

4  Give  me  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick  difcerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  thee,  when  fin  is  near, 
And  fees  the  tempter  fly. 

5  Give 
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5  Give  me  a  heart  to  pray, 

To  pray  and  never  ceafe, 
Never  to  murmur  at  thy  (lay, 
Or  wifh  my  fufferings  lefs. 

6  Give  me  a  true  regard, 

A  fingle  fteady  aim, 
(Unmov'd  by  threat'ning  or  reward) 
To  thee,  and  thy  great  name. 

7  Give  me  a  juft  concern 

For  thine  immortal  praife, 
A  pure  defire  that  all  may  learn 
And  glorify  thy  grace. 

8  I  reft  upon  thy  word, 

The  promife  is  to  me. 
My  fuccour  and  falvation,  Lord, 
Can  only  come  from  thee. 

9  But  let  me  (till  abide, 

Nor  from  thy  hope  remove, 
Till  thou  my  patient  fpirit  guide 
Into  thy  perfect  love. 

Colle&ion  of  Hymns  by  J.  and  C.  Wefley. 

E  2  HYMN 
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HYMN    LIL     Common  Metre. 

Afprations  after  a  more  uniform  and  chearful 
Obedience  to  the  divine  Will. 

i  ALL  nature  owns  thy  pow'rful  hand, 
Thou  univerfal  Lord, 
To  being  rofe  at  thy  command, 
And  ftill  obeys  thy  word. 

2  With  fteady  courfe  the  fplendid  fun, 

Keeps  his  appointed  way ; 
And  all  the  hours,  obedient,  run, 
The  circle  of  the  day. 

3  But  oh  !  how  wide  my  fpirit  flies, 

Forgetful  of  thy  law; 
While  from  the  path  of  heav'nly  joys 
Earth's  tempting  objects  draw. 

4  Shall  creatures  of  a  meaner  frame 

Pay  all  their  dues  to  thee, 
Creatures  that  never  knew  thy  name 
Nor  made  to  love  like  me  ! 

5  Great 
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5  Great  God !  thy  pow'rful  aid  beftow ; 

And  bend  my  will  to  thine, 
Melt  my  whole  heart,  and  let  it  flow 
And  take  the  mold  divine. 

6  My  frame,  O  father  to  thy  hand 

With  all  its  pow'rs  I  bring  ■, 
Manage  the  wheels  by  thy  command, 
And  govern  ev'ry  fpring. 

7  Then  lhall  my  feet  no  more  depart, 

But  by  thy  precepts  move; 
Devotion  then  fhall  rule  my  heart, 
And  all  my  foul  be  love. 

8  Then  fhall  the  fun  not  more  than  I 

Perform  his  maker's  will, 

Nor  with  a  fwifter  duty  fly, 

His  pleafure  to  fulfil. 

WA*r<rs. 


E  3  HYMN 
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HYMN    LIII.    Long  Metre. 
Pious  Rejolutions. 

i  EACH  fav'rite  luft  I  lov'd  before, 
Shall  now  dominion  have  no  more. 
What  God  forbids  and  hates,  to  me, 
Deteftable  mail  always  be. 

2  Each  rival  mall  its  claims  refign, 
That,  Lord,  I  may  be  wholly  thine; 
Its  charms  the  world  in  vain  ihall  fhewj 
For  I've  a  nobler  good  in  view. 

3  Thy  gracious  aid,  my  God,  impart, 
And  fhed  thy  love  thro'  all  my  heart, 
While  I  with  diligence  mail  ftrive, 
To  keep  the  holy  flame  alive. 

4  My  foul  Ihall  oft  above  the  fkies, 
On  wings  of  contemplation  rife  -, 
View  all  the  glorious  fcenes  above. 
And  learn  from  angels  how  to  love. 


5  And 
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5  And  oft  with  gratitude  fhall  trace 
The  riches  of  thy  gofpel's  grace, 
Thofe  tracks  of  love  divine  explore, 
And  praife,  and  wonder,  and  adore. 

6  Thus  would  I  my  devotion  raife, 

And  learn  with  greater  warmth  to  praife, 

Till  my  now  languid  flame  fhall  prove, 

-  Perfect  and  never  ending  love. 

BROWN. 


E  4  PART 
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HYMNS    OF    DEVOTION. 


HYMN    LIV.   Common  Metre. 
Habitual  Devotion. 

i  WHILE  thee  I  feek,  prote&ing  pow'r ! 
Be  my  vain  wifhes  ftilPd; 
And  may  this  confecrated  hour 
With  better  hopes  be  fill'd. 

2  Thy  love  the  powers  of  thought  beftow'd^ 
To  thee  my  thoughts  would  foar  j    . 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flow'd. 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In 
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3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  fee ; 
Each  blefling  to  my  foul  more  dear, 
Becaufe  confer'd  by  thee. 

4  In  ev'ry  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  fhall  find  delight  in  praife, 
Or  feek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladnefs  wings  my  favour'd  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  lhall  fill ; 
Refign'd,  when  florms  of  forrow  low'r, 
My  foul  fhall  meet  thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

Each  changing  fcene  lhall  fee ; 
My  fteadfaft  heart  lhall  know  no  fear. 
That  heart  fhall  reft  on  thee. 

Williams'  Colle&ion, 


E  s  HYMN 


%2  HYMN    LV.  book  H, 


HYMN    LV.     Common  Metre. 

The  Advantage  of  Jeeking  the  Knowledge  of  God. 

i  SHINE  forth,  eternal  fource  of  light, 
Make  thy  perfections  known  5 
Fill  our  enlarg'd,  adoring  light, 
With  glories  all  thy  own. 

1  To  know  the  author  of  our  frame 
Is  our  divineft  {kill; 
True  fcience  is  to  learn  thy  name, 
True  life  to  do  thy  will. 

3  All  wifdom  elfe,  compar'd  with  this, 

Is  little  worth,  and  vain, 
Who  wants  it,  never  tallies  of  blifs, 
Tho'  all  befide  he  gain. 

4  For  this  may  I  unceafing  pray, 

This  all  my  pow'rs  purfue, 
Till  vifion  of  eternal  day, 
Fix  and  compleat  the  view. 

DODDRIDGE. 

HYMN 
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HYMN   LVI.   Long  Metre. 

Devout  Afprations  after  greater  Purity  of  Cha- 
ractery  and  a  compleat  Uniformity  to  the  Will 
of  God. 

God  of  my  life,  and  author  of  my  days, 
Shall  a  weak  mortal  dare  attempt  thy  praife, 
And  trembling  take  upon  his  falt'ring  tongue 
That  hallow'd  name  by  noblefl  fpirits  fung  ? 

Yet  here  the  noblefl:  fpirits  can  no  more 
Than  tremble,  and  with  falt'ring  voice  adore. 
Worms,  men,  and  angels,  in  each  different  fphere> 
Are  equal  all,  for  all  are  nothing  here. 

But  our  kind  Maker,  merciful  as  juft, 
Knowing  our  frame,  remembers  man  is  dull : 
His  ear  is  open  to  the  foftefl  cry ; 
His  grace  defcends  to  meet  the  lifted  eye. 

He  reads  the  language  of  the  filent  tear, 
And  lighs  are  incenfe  from  a  heart  fincere; 
He  marks  the  dawn  of  ev'ry  virtuous  aim, 
And  fans  the  fmoking  flax  into  a  flame. 

E  6  5  Oh, 
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5  Oh,  from  all  earthly  bondage  fet  me  free ; 
Still  ev'ry  wifh  that  centers  not  in  thee ; 

Bid  my  vain  hopes,  my  vain  difquiets,  ceafe, 
And  point  my  path  to  everlafting  peace. 

6  Whene'er  the  road  thou  fhalt  prefcribe  me 

leads, 
By  living  waters  and  through  flow'ry  meads, 
Then  teach  me,  Lord,  to  fhun  each  fatal  fnare, 
And  whifper  to  my  Aiding  heart,  "  beware," 

7  If  friendlefs  in  the  vale  of  tears  I  ftray, 
Perplex'd  and  wounded  in  that  thorny  way ; 
Still  let  my  fteady  foul  thy  goodnefs  fee, 
And  with  ftrong  confidence  lay  hold  on  thee. 

8  In  ev'ry  creature  I  would  own  thy  pow'r; 
In  each  event  thy  providence  adore; 

Thy  promifes  ihall  chear  my  drooping  foul, 
Thy  precepts  guide  me,  and  thy  fear  controul. 

3  Then,  when  at  laft  I  quit  this  tranfient  fcene, 
Help  me  to  leave  it  with  a  heart  ferene : 
Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hope  on  high, 
And  having  liv'd  to  thee,  in  thee  to  die. 

Mrs.  BARBAULD. 

HYMN 
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HYMN    LVIL 
Worjhif  and  Obedience. 

1  I'LL  blefs  Jehovah's  glorious  name, 
Whofe  goodnefs  heav'n  and  earth  proclaim, 

With  ev'ry  morning  light  s 
And  at  the  clofe  of  ev'ry  day, 
To  him  my  chearful  homage  pay 

Who  guards  me  through  the  night. 

1  Then  in  his  churches  to  appear, 
And  pay  my  humble  worfhip  there, 

Shall  be  my  fweet  employ; 
The  day  that  faw  my  Saviour  rife, 
Shall  dawn  on  my  delighted  eyes, 

With  ev'ry  facred  joy. 

3  With  grateful  forrow  in  my  breaft, 
I'll  celebrate  the  dying  feaft 
Of  my  departing  Lord ; 
And  whilft  his  perfect  love  I  view, 
His  bright  example  I'll  purfue, 
And  meditate  his  word. 

4  In 
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4  In  vain  is  my  devotion's  fire, 
And  falfely  do  my  hopes  afpire 

To  fee  thy  bleft  abode ; 
If  earthly  paffions  unfubdu'd 
Should  on  my  doubtful  path  intrude, 

And  intercept  my  road. 

5  Be  mine  a  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  ev'ry  paffion  be  refign'd 

To  reafon's  jufter  fwayj 
Be  mine  that  fympathy  of  heart, 
Which  tend'reft  feelings  can  impart 

For  all  my  fellow  clay. 

6  Thus  though  the  adverfe  path  I  tread, 
By  patience  fhall  my  foul  be  led 

To  wait  my  grand  releafe; 
For  God  fhall  be  my  ftrong  fupport, 
And  guide  me  to  that  blifsful  port, 

Where  fin  and  forrow  ceafe. 

Mips  DAY, 


HYMN 
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HYMN    LVIII.    Common  Metre. 

Hope  in  Gody  and  Dedication  of  our/elves  to  his 

Service. 

i  HOW  can  I  fink  ?  Jehovah  reigns, 
On  him  my  foul  depends, 
Whofe  pow'r  and  wifdom  boundlefs  are, 
Whofe  goodnefs  never  ends. 

2  How  can  I  perifli  ?  Jefus  lives, 

And  my  exalted  head 
Thy  grace,  O  God,  with  pow'r  inverts, 
To  quicken  all  the  dead. 

3  Lord,  all  I  have,  and  all  I  am, 

Shall  be*  for  ever  thine ; 
Whate'er  my  duty  bids  me  give, 
My  chearful  hands  refign. 

4  Yes,  did  no  terrors  of  the  Lord 

To  this  fubmiffion  call, 
My  foul  impell'd  by  love  alone 

Would  freely  give  him  all.  watts. 

HYMN 
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HYMN  LIX.    Common  Metre. 

Afpirations  after  a  devout  'Temper ,  and  chearful 
Confidence  in  the  Wijdom  of  God. 

i  PARENT  of  good,  we  come  to  thee ; 
Thy  ever  wakeful  eye, 
Alone  our  real  wants  can  fee, 
Thy  hand  alone  fupply. 

a  Oh,  let  thy  fear  within  us  dwell, 
Thy  love  our  conduct  guide  -, 
That  love  fhall  vainer  loves  expell, 
That  fear,  all  fears  befide. 

3  And  fince  by  paflion's  force  milled, 

Too  oft  with  ftubborn  will, 
The  latent  good  we  blindly  dread, 
And  grafp  the  fpecious  ill  $ 

4  Not  what  we  wifh,  but  what  we  want, 

Let  mercy  ftill  fupply, 
The  good  unafk'd,  O  Father,  grant, 
The  ill,  tho'  afk'd,  deny. 

HYMN 
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HYMN     LX.   Common  Metre. 
God  our  only  Happinefs,  Pfalm  lxxiii.  25. 

1  GREAT  object  of  thy  childrens'  love, 

Their  everlafting  all, 
IVe  none  but  thee,  in  heav'n  above, 
Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  What  empty  things  are  all  the  Ikies, 

And  this  inferior  clod! 
There's  nothing  here  gives  lading  joys, 
There's  nothing  like  my  God. 

3  In  vain  the  bright  meridian  fun, 

Scatters  his  feeble  light : 
*Tis  thy  fweet  beams  create  my  noon; 
If  thou  withdraw,  'tis  night. 

4  And  whiift  upon  my  reftlefs  bed, 

Among  the  fhades  I  roll, 
If  thou,  O  Lord,  thy  favour  fried, 
'Tis  morning  with  my  foul 


5  To 
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5  To  thee  we  owe  our  wealth,  and  friends, 

And  health,  and  fafe  abode  : 
Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things, 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

6  Were  I  pofTeffor  of  the  earth, 

And  calFd  the  ftars  my  own ; 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thyfelf, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

7  Let  others  ftretch  their  arms  like  feas, 

And  grafp  in  all  the  lhore ; 
Grant  me,  O  God,  to  fee  thy  face, 
And  I  defire  no  more. 


HYMN     LXI.    Common  Metre. 

Vanity  and  Folly  of  mere  outward  IForJhip. 

i  GOD  is  a  fpirit  juft  and  wife, 
He  fees  the  inmoft  mind, 
In  vain  to  heav'n  we  raife  our  cries, 
And  leave  our  fouls  behind. 


2  Nothing 
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1  Nothing  but  truth  before  his  throne 
With  honour  can  appear ; 
The  painted  hypocrites  are  known 
Through  the  difguife  they  wear. 

3  Their  lifted  eyes  falute  the  fkies, 
Their  bended  knees  the  ground; 
But  God  abhors  the  facrifice, 
Where  not  the  heart  is  found, 

\  Lord,  fearch  our  thoughts,  and  try  our  ways, 

And  make  our  thoughts  fincere, 

That  we  may  ftand  before  thy  face, 

And  find  acceptance  there. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    LXII.    Long  Metre. 

An  Imitation  of  the  Lord's  Prayer. 

[  FATHER,  ador'd  in  worlds  above, 
Thy  glorious  name  be  hallow'd  ftill; 
Thy  kingdom  come  in  truth  and  love, 
And  earth,  like  heav'n,  obey  thy  will. 


2,  Lord, 
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a  Lord,  make  our  daily  wants  thy  care; 
Forgive  the  fins  which  we  forfake; 
In  thy  companion  let  us  fhare, 
As  fellow-men  of  ours  partake. 

3  Evils  befet  us  ev'ry  hour, 

Thy  kind  protection  we  implore; 
Thine  is  the  kingdom,  thine  the  pow'r, 
The  glory  thine  for  evermore. 


HYMN  LXIII.    Common  Metre. 

"The  Lord's  Prayer  imitated. 

i  FATHER  of  all!  Eternal  mind! 
Supremely  good,  and  great ! 
Thy  children  form'd,  and  blefs'd  by  thee, 
Approach  thy  mercy-feat. 

1  Thy  name  in  hallow'd  drains  be  fung ! 
We  join  the  folemn  praife; 
To  thy  great  name  with  heart  and  tongue 
Our  chearful  homage  raife. 

3  Thy 
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rhy  wife,  thy  mild  and  righteous  reign, 

Let  ev'ry  being  own ; 
\nd  in  our  minds,  thy  work  divine, 

Erect  thy  gracious  throne. 

As  angels  in  the  heav'nly  worlds. 

Thy  blefs'd  commands  fulfil ; 
30  may  thy  creatures  here  below 

Perform  thy  holy  will. 

Dn  thee  we  day  by  day  depend. 

Our  daily  wants  fupply ; 
With  truth  and  virtue  feed  our  fouls, 

That  they  may  never  die. 

Extend  thy  grace  to  ev'ry  fault, 

Oh  let  thy  love  forgive; 
Teach  us  divine  forgivenefs  too, 

Nor  let  refentments  live.    . 

Where  tempting  fnares  beflrew  the  way, 

Permit  us  not  to  tread, 
Or  turn  all  real  evil  far 

From  our  unguarded  head. 

8  Thy 
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8  Thy  facred  name  we  would  adore, 
With  joyful  humble  mind; 
And  praife  thy  goodnefs,  pow'r,  and  truth, 
Eternal,  unconfin'd. 


ENFIELD 


HYMN    LXIV.    Common  Metre. 

God  our  perpetual  Preferver,  and  never-falling 

Friend. 

i  IN  life's  firil  dawn,  my  tender  frame 
Was  thy  continual  care, 
Long  ere  I  could  pronounce  thy  name 
Or  breathe  an  infant's  pray'n 

1  Though  reafon  with  my  ftature  grew, 
How  feeble  was  its  aid, 
How  little  of  my  God  I  knew,  ' 
How  oft  from  thee  I  ftray'd. 

3  Around  my  path  when  dangers  rofe, 
And  threatened  ev'ry  hour, 
What  could  have  fav'd  me  from  my  foes 
But  thine  almighty  pow'r* 

3  Li 
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4.  Life  has  hung  trembling  on  a  breath, 
But  thy  unfailing  love 
Preferv'd  me  from  the  ftroke  of  death 
And  bid  my  fears  remove. 

5  How  many  bleflings  to  thy  throne, 
Have  rais'd  my  thankful  eye ! 
How  many  pafs'd,  almoft  unknown, 
Or  unregarded,  by  ! 

5  Each  rolling  year  new  favours  brought 
From  thine  exhauftlefs  ftore ; 
In  vain,  great  God,  my  lab'ring  thought, . 
Would  count  thy  mercies  o'er. 

1  While  thus  reflection  through  my  days, 
Thy  bounteous  hand  would  trace ; 
Superior  bleflings  claim  my  praife, 
The  bleflings  or  thy  grace. 

I  Yes,  I  adore  thee,  gracious  Lord, 
For  nobler  favours  flill, 
The  truths,  hopes^  precepts,  of  thy  word, 
Which  teaches  all  thy  will. 

HYMN 
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HYMN    LXV.    Long  Metre. 
Giving  Thanks  to  God  in  all  Things. 

i  GOD  of  my  life,  my  thanks  to  thee 
Shall,  like  my  debts,  continual  be ; 
In  conftant  ftreams  thy  bounty  flows, 
Nor  end,  nor  intermiflion  knows : 

2  From  thee  my  comforts  all  arife, 

My  num'rous  wants  thy  hand  fupplies ; 
Nor  can  I  need,  or  wifh  for,  more 
Than  thou  canft  furnifh  from  thy  ftore. 

3  If  what  I  afk  my  God  denies, 

It  is  becaufe  he's  good  and  wife ; 

And  what  for  evils  I  miftake, 

He  can  my  greateft  bleflings  make. 

4  Deep,  Lord,  upon  my  thankful  breaft 
Let  all  thy  goodnefs  be  imprefs*d, 
That  I  may  never  more  forget 

The  whole,  or  any  fingle  debt. 


5  Difpofe 


part ii.  HYMN    LXVI.  97 

5  Difpofe  me,  each  revolving  day, 
For  daily  gifts  my  praife  to  pay; 
And  though  thy  gifts  withdrawn  fhould  be, 
In  all  things  to  give  thanks  to  thee. 

BROWN. 


HYMN    LXVI.     Common  Metre. 

Gratitude  to  God  for  various  and  perpetual 
Mercies. 

PART     I. 

1  WHEN  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rifing  foul  furveys ; 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  loft, 
In  wonder,  love  and  praife. 

2  Oh,  how  fTiall  words,  with  equal  warmth, 

The  gratitude  declare 
Which  glows  in  my  exulting  heart  ? 
But  thou  canft  read  it  there.  • 

3  Thy  providence  my  life  fuftain'd, 

And  all  my  wants  redrefs'd, 
When  in  the  filent  womb  I  lay, 
And  hung  upon  the  bread, 

F  4  To 
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4  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries, 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear; 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 
To  form  themfelves  in  pray'r. 

5  Unnumber'd  comforts  on  my  foul 

Thy  tender  care  beftow'd, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceiv'd 
From  whom  thole  comforts  ftow'd. 

6  When  in  the  flipp'ry  paths  of  youth, 

With  heedlefs  fteps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unfeen,  convey'd  me  fafe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

7  Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths 

It  gently  led  my  way, 
And  through  the  pleafmg  fnares  of  vice, 
More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

8  When  all  thefe  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  riiing  ibul  furveys; 
Tranfported  with  the  view,  I'm  loft 

In  wonder,  love  and  praife.         addison. 

hymn 
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HYMN    LXVIL    Common  Metre. 

'atitude  to  God  for  various  and  perpetual  Mercies. 

PART    II. 

When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rifing  foul  furveys  ; 
Tranfported  with  the  view  I'm  loft 

In  wonder  love  and  praife. 

When  worn  by  ficknefs,  oft  haft  thou 

With  health  renew'd  my  face ; 
And  when  in  fins  and  forrows  funk, 

Reviv'd  my  foul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  good 

Hath  made  my  cup  run  o'er, 
And  in  the  kindnefs  of  my  friends, 

Redoubled  all  my  ftore. 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  precious  gifts, 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  leaft  a  chearful  heart 

That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy.. 

F  2  5  Th  ro  ugh 
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5  Through  ev'ry  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodnefs  I'll  purfue  -, 
And  after  death,  in  unknown  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

6  When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night, 

Divide  thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever  grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy  fhall  adore. 

7  Through  immortality  to  thee 

A  joyful  fong  I'll  raife; 
But  immortality's  too  ihort 

To  utter  all  thy  praife,  addison. 


HYMN    LXVIIL    Common  Metre. 

Morning  Prayer, 

i  TO  thee  let  my  firft  off'rings  rife,   . 
Whofe  fun  creates  my  day, 
Swift  as  his  gladd'ning  influence  flies., 
And  fpotlefs  as  his  ray. 

a  This 
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I  This  day  thy  fav'ring  hand  be  nigh, 
So  oft  vouchfaf'd  before, 
Still  may  it  lead,  protect,  fupply, 
And  I  that  hand  adore. 

|  If  good  thy  providence  impart, 
For  which  refign'd  I  pray ; 
Give  me  to  feel  the  grateful  heart, 
And  chearful  pafs  the  day. 

:  Affliction,  ihould  thy  love  intend, 
As  fin's,  or  folly's,  cure, 
Patient,  to  gain  that  blefTed  end, 
May  I  the  means  endure. 

;  If  bright  or  cloudy  fcenes  await, 
Some  profit  let  me  gain, 
That  heav'n  a  high  or  low  eftate, 
May  never  fend  in  vain. 

J  Be  this,  and  ev'ry  future  day 
Still  wifer  than  the  paft; 
That  life's  improvement  to  furvey, 
May  well  fuftain  my  laft. 

F  3  HYMN 
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HYMN    LXIX.     Common  Metre. 
A  Morning  Prayer. 

i  ONCE  more,  my  foul,  the  riling  day 
Salutes  thy  waking  eyes; 
Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 
To  him  that  rules  the  fkies, 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats, 
The  day  renews  the  found, 
Wide  as  the  heav'n  on  which  he  fits 
To  turn  the  feafons  round. 

2  On  a  poor  worm  thy  pow'r  might  tread, 
•     And  I  could  ne'er  withfland; 
Thy  juftice  might  have  crufh'd  me  dead, 
But  mercy  held  thine  hand. 

4  A  thoufand  wretched  fouls  are  fled 
Since  the  laft  fetting  fun ; 
And  yet  thou  length'neft  out  my  thread, 
And  yet  my  moments  run. 

6  My 
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6  My  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 

Whilft  I  enjoy  the  lights 

Then  fhall  my  fun  in  fmiles  decline, 

And  bring  a  pleafant  night. 

WATT'S. 


HYMN    LXX.     Common  Metre. 
An  Hymn  for  Morning  or  Evening. 

1  HOSANNA,  with  a  chearful  found, 

To  God's  upholding  hand  5 
Ten  thoufand  fnares  attend  us  round, 
And  yet  fecure  we  ftand. 

2  That  was  a  moft  amazing  pow'r 

That  form'd  us  with  a  word, 
And  ev'ry  day,  and  ev'ry  hour, 
We  lean  upon  the  Lord. 

3  The  ev'ning  refts  our  weary  head, 

And  angels  guard  the  room ; 
We  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed 
That  was  not  made  our  tomb. 

F  4  4  The 
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4  The  rifing  morning  can't  afTure 

That  we  fhall  end  the  day; 
For  death  Hands  ready  at  the  door 
To  take  our  lives  away. 

5  God  is  our  fun,  whofe  daily  light 

Our  joy  and  fafety  brings; 

Our  feeble  flefh  lies  fafe  at  night 

Beneath  his  fhady  wings. 

WATTS. 


HYMN   LXXI.    Long  Metre. 

A  Song  for  Morning  or  Evenings  Lam.  iii.  23. 
I  fa.  xlv.  7. 

1  MY  God,  how  endlefs  is  thy  love  ! 
Thy  gifts  are  ev'ry  ev'ning  new  5 
And  morning  mercies  from  above 
Gently  diftil  like  early  dew. 

1  Thou  lpread'fl  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
Great  guardian  of  my  fleeping  hours; 
Thy  fov'reign  word  reflores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowfy  pow'rs. 

3  I  yield 
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3  I  yield  my  pow'rs  to  thy  command  5 
To  thee  I  confecrate  my  days; 
Perpetual  bleffings  from  thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  fongs  of  praife. 


watis. 


F 5  PART 


PART    III. 


H    T    M    N    S 

EXPRESSIVE    OF 

REPENTANCE   AND  HOPE  OF  FOR- 
GIVENESS. 


HYMN    LXXII.     Common  Metre. 
Compajfion  and  Inter ceffion  for  thoughtlefs  Sinners. 

i  ALMIGHTY  God,  with  pitying  eye, 
The  fons  of  men  furvey  -, 
Behold  how  thoughtlefs  mortals  fport 
In  fin's  deflruclive  way. 


2  Ten  thoufand  dangers  lurk  around 
To  bear  them  to  the  tomb ; 
Each  paffing  hour  may  place  them  where 
Repentance  cannot  come. 

3  Brin 


part  in.        HYMN    LXXIII.  107 

3  Bring  back,  O  Lord,  their  wancTring  fteps, 

Milled  by  airy  dreams ; 
And  let  the  light  of  truth  difpel 
Their  vifionary  fchemes. 

4  Roufe,  and  direct  them  by  thy  word, 

Their  dang'rous  ftate  to  fee, 
That  they  may  feek,  and  find,  the  path 
That  leads  to  heav'n  and  thee. 


HYMN    LXXIII.    Long  Metre. 

Hope  in  God's  Mercy. 

1  OPPRESS'D  with  guilt,  or  grief,  or  fear, 
Great  God,  thy  humble  fuppliant  hear  j 
Tho'  funk,  I  ne'er  can  fink  fo  low 
But  thou  canft  hear  the  voice  of  woe. 

1  Should'ft  thou  againfl  each  evil  deed 
In  flridt  feverity  proceed  -t 
By  merit,  without  mercy,  try'd, 
None  could  be  clear'd  and  juftify'd. 

F  6  3  But 
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3  But  thou  forgivenefs  doft  proclaim, 
That  men  may  turn,  and  fear  thy  name  s 
To  thy  rich  grace,  O  Lord,  we  fly 
And  on  thy  promifes  rely. 

4  Ye  contrite  hearts,  who  guilt  deplore, 

Come  feek  his  face,  and  fin  no  more ; 

Then  fhall  ye  know  that  God  is  kind, 

And  full  redemption  with  him  find. 

PATRICK. 


HYMN    LXXIV.    Common  Metre. 

Miftaken  Notions  of  Repentance  reclified. 

i  TEACH  us,  O  thou,  to  whom  we  owe 
The  hope  of  pardon'd  guilt, 
What  that  repentance  is  to  know, 
On  which  it  muft  be  built. 

%  With  bitter  cries,  and  many  tears 
Tho'  we  our  fins  lament, 
Yet  if  no  change  of  life  appears, 

This  is  not  to  repent, 

3  With 
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3  We  may  confefs,  and  yet  retain 

Affeclion  for  our  fin, 
Refolve  to  caft  away  our  chain, 
And  yet  be  held  therein. 

4  Some  flagrant  faults  we  may  forfake, 

When  fmarting  from  his  rod, 
And  yet  no  thorough  converts  make, 
Nor  be  brought  home  to  God ! 

5  Then  we  repent,  and  then  alone 

When  turning  to  the  Lord, 
We  to  his  will  bend  all  our  own 
And  ev'ry  fin's  abhorr'd, 

BROWN. 


HYMN 


PART     IV. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING  TO 

SOCIAL    DUTIES. 

HYMN  LXXV.  Long  Metre. 
Love  to  God  and  Man. 

i  Thus  faith  the  firft  and  great  command, 
<c  Let  all  thy  inward  pow'rs  unite 
"  To  love  thy  Maker  and  thy  God, 
"  With  utmoft  vigour  and  delight. 


Then  lhall  thy  neighbour  next  in  place, 

Thy  heart's  fincere  affection  prove, 

And  let  thy  wilhes  for  thyfelf, 

"  Meafure  to  him  the  debt  of  love." 

3  But 
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3  But  whilft  thefe  facred  truths  we  own, 

How  cold  remain  our  bofoms  ftill ! 

Wake  our  beft  pafiions,  God  of  love, 

And  mold  our  fpirits  to  thy  will. 

WATTS. 


HYMN   LXXVI.    Long  Metre. 

Love. 

i  HAD  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews, 
And  nobler  fpeech  than  angels  ufe, 
If  love  be  wanting,  I  am  found 
Like  tinkling  brafs,  an  empty  found. 

2  Were  I  infpir'd  to  preach  and  tell 
All  that  is  done  in  heav'n  and  hell, 
Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove, 
Sill  I  am  nothing  without  love. 

3  Should  I  diftribute  all  my  ftore 

To  feed,  and  clothe,  and  blefs,  the  poor, 
Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame, 
To  gain  a  martyr's  glorious  name  -3 

4  Still 
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4  Still  without  love  I  hope  in  vain, 

Great  God,  thy  favour  to  obtain. 

Nor  gifts,  nor  alms,  nor  fufPrings,  will 

Nor  faith,  the  work  of  love  fulfil. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    LXXVII.     Common  Metre. 

Love  the  moft  excellent  of  Chrifiian  Graces, 

I  IF  love  with  other  graces  reign 
The  mind  is  truly  blefs'd  -, 
For  love,  the  nobleil  of  the  train, 
Aids  and  exalts  the  reft. 

1  To  God's  appointments,  or  commands, 
Refign'd,  obedient,  flill : 
With  chearful  heart  and  active  hands 
She  bears,  and  does,  his  will. 

3  Love  fuffers  long  with  patient  eye, 

Nor  is  provok'd  in  haftej 

She  lets  the-  prefent  inj'ry  die, 

And  foon  forgets  the  paft. 
.  v  4  Meeknefs 
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4  Meeknefs  and  peace  her  bofom  fill 

From  wrath  and  malice  pure. 
She  hopes,  believes,  and  thinks  no  ill 
And  all  things  will  endure. 

5  She  nor  defires,  nor  feeks,  to  know 

The  fcandals  men  devife; 
Nor  looks  with  pride  on  thofe  below. 
Nor  envies  thofe  who  rife. 

6  She,  by  another's  good  requir'd, 

Lays  eafe  and  gain  afide ; 

So  by  his  fervent  love  infpir'd, 

For  us,  our  Mailer  dy'd. 

7  With  pitying  heart  and  willing  hand, 

The  needy  fhe  fupplies ; 
And  if  her  enemy  demand 
Her  help,  fhe  ne'er  denies. 

8  Love  fhall  for  ever  keep  her  throne, 

And  perfected  on  high, 
When  faith  and  hope  no  more  are  known, 
Create  a  perfect  joy.  watts. 

HYMN 
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HYMN    LXXVIII.  Common  Metre. 

Chrijiian  Charity. 

i  BLESS'D  is  the  man  whofe  fbft'ning  heart 
Feels  for  his  neighbour's  pain, 
To  whom  the  fupplicating  eye 
Is  never  rais'd  in  vain. 

1  With  gen'rous  zeal  he  flies  to  help 
The  ftranger  in  diftrefs  \ 
And  mourns  the  wrongs  which  from  his  aid 
Admit  not  of  redrefs. 

3  He  lends  a  kind  fupporting  arm 

To  ev'ry  child  of  grief; 
His  fecret  bounty  largely  flows, 
And  yields  unhop'd  relief. 

4  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

His  feet  are  never  flow; 
He  views  through  mercy's  melting  eye 
A  brother  in  a  foe. 

5  To 
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5  To  him  compaflion  fhall  be  fhewn ; 
And  bleflings  from  above 
Shall  come  on  all,  who  thus  fulfil 

The  perfect  law  of  love.       Mrs.  Barbauld. 


HYMN    LXXIX.      Long  Metre. 

Brotherly  Love. 

1  O  GOD,  our  Father,  and  our  King, 
Of  all  we  have,  or  hope,  the  fpring, 
Infpire  our  hearts  with  fervent  love, 
Like  that  which  fills  thy  courts  above. 

2  May  we  from  ev'ry  act  abftain 

That  hurts,  or  gives  our  neighbour  pain  : 
And  ev'ry  fecret  wifh  fupprefs 
That  would  abridge  his  happinefs. 

3  Still  may  we  feel  ourfelves  inclin'd 
To  be  the  friends  of  all  mankind, 
To  feek  their  fafety,  health  and  eafe, 
Their  prefent  and  eternal  peace. 

4  Let 
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4  Let  pity  thro*  our  bofoms  flow, 
When  we  behold  a  brother's  woe ; 
Sooth  ev'ry  grief,  their  wants  fupply, 
And  aid  their  virtue^  and  their  joy. 

5  And  when  another's  comforts  raife 
His  foul  to  God  in  pious  praife, 
Teach  us  to  count  his  mercies  ours, 
And  join  his  praife  with  all  our  pow'rs. 

6  Or  fhould  unkind  our  neighbour  prove, 
Still  let  us  vanquifh  him  with  love  -, 
And  foon  as  penitence  is  fhewn, 

The  fault  forgive,  the  brother  own. 

7  Let  love  throughout  our  conduct  fhine, 
An  image  fair,  though  faint,  of  thine  5 
Thus  fhall  we  Chrift's  difciples  be, 
And  fons,  thou  God  of  love,  to  thee. 

HYMN 
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HYMN     LXXX.     Common  Metre. 

Equity, 

i  Come,  let  us  fearch  our  ways  and  fee ; 
Have  they  been  juft  and  right  ? 
Is  the  great  rule  of  equity 
Our  practice  and  delight  ? 

2  What  we  would  have  our  neighbour  do, 

Have  we  Hill  done  the  fame  ? 
Nor  e'er  withheld  from  him  the  due, 
Which  we  from  others  claim  ? 

3  Do  we,  in  all  we  fell,  or  buy, 

Integrity  maintain  -y 
And,  knowing  God  is  always  nigh, 
Renounce  unrighteous  gain? 

4  Have  we  ne'er  envy'd  others  good  ? 

Ne'er  envy'd  others  praife  ? 
In  no  man's  path  malignant  flood, 
Nor  us'd  detraction's  ways  ? 

5  Dare 
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5  Dare  we  not,  flighting  his  requeft, 

Turn  from  another's  woe  ? 
The  fcorn,  which  wrings  the  fufPrer's  breafl, 
Do  we  abhor  to  fhow  ? 

6  Then  may  we  raife  our  modeft:  pray 'r 

To  God,  the  juft  and  kind, 
May  humbly  caft  on  him  our  care, 
And  hope  his  grace  to  find. 

7  Religion's  path  they  never  trod, 

Who  equity  contemn; 
Nor  ever  are  they  juft  to  God, 
"Who  are  unjuft  to  men. 


HYMN    LXXXI.     Short  Metre. 

Mercy  to  one  another* 

I T  is  the  voice  of  woe  ! 
They  are  a  brother's  fighs ! 
My  heart  with  pity  overflow, 
With  tears  of  love  mine  eyes. 

2  I  hear 
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I  hear  the  thirfty  cry, 
The  hungry  beg  for  bread ; 
Oh !    let  my  fpring  its  ftream  fupply, 
My  hand  its  bounty  fhed. 

The  haplefs  debtor  fues, 
Who  would,  but  cannot  pay ; 
And  fhall  I  mercy,  Lord,  refufe, 
Who  need  it  ev'ry  day. 

And  fhall  not  wrath  relent, 
Touched  by  that  humble  ftrain, 
My  brother  crying,  cc  I  repent, 
cc  Nor  will  offend  again." 

If  not,  how  fhall  1  dare, 
Appear  before  thy  face, 
Great  God,  and  how  prefent  the  pray  r 
That  afks  for  pard'ning  grace  ? 

They  who  forgive,  fhall  find 
Forgivenefs  in  that  day, 
When  all  the  merciful  and  kind 
Thy  pity  mall  repay ! 

7  But 
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7       But  they  who  here  below 
Mercy  refufe  to  grant, 
Shall  judgment  without  mercy  know, 
When  mercy  moil  they  want. 

ENFIELD. 


HYMN   LXXXII.    Long  Metre. 

Charity  mid  Uncharitablenefs. 

l  Not  difPrent  food,  or  difPrent  drefs, 
Compofe  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord, 
But  peace  and  joy,  and  righteoufnefs, 
Faith,  and  obedience  to  his  word. 

a  When  weaker  chriftians  we  defpife 
We  do  the-  glorious  gofpel  wrong, 
For  God,  the  gracious  and  the  wife, 
Receives  the  feeble  with  the  ftrong. 

e 
3  Let  pride  and  wrath  be  hence  expell'd, 
Meeknefs  and  love  our  fouls  purfue, 
And  all  be  as  our  brethren  held 
Who  feek  their  Mailer's  will  to  do. 
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HYMN    LXXXIII.    Long  Metre. 
Candour, 

ALL-SEEING  God,  'tis  thine  to  know 
The  fpring  whence  wrong  opinions  flow ; 
To  judge,  from  principles  within, 
When  frailty  errs,  and  when  we  fin. 

Who  among  men,  great  Lord  of  all, 
Thy  fervant  to  his  bar  fhall  call, 
Judge  him,  for  modes  of  faith,  thy  foe, 
And  doom  him  to  the  realms  of  woe  ? 

Who  with  another's  eye  can  read  ? 
Or  worfhip  by  another's  creed  ? 
Trufting  thy  grace,  we  form  our  own, 
And  bow  to  thy  commands  alone. 

If  wrong,  correct  -,  accept,  if  right, 
While  faithful  we  improve  our  light ; 
Condemning  none,  but  zealous  Hill 
To  learn  and  follow  all  thy  will. 

G  5  When 
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5  When  fhall  our  happy  eyes  behold 
Ail  chriftians  fafhioned  in  thy  mold  j 
And  charity  .our  lineage  prove 
Deriv'd  from  thee,  O  God  of  love. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN    LXXXIV.    Short  Metre. 

Chriftian  Unity. 

i       LET  party  names  no  more 
The  chriftian  world  o'erfpread  \ 
Gentile,  and  Jew,  and  bond,  and  free, 
Are  one  in  Chrift  their  head. 

2  Among  the  faints  on  earth 
Let  mutual  love  be  found  : 

Heirs  of  the  fame  inheritance, 
With  the  fame  bleffings  crown'd. 

3  Envy  and  ftrife  be  gone, 
And  only  kindnefs  known, 

Where  all  one  common  Father  have, 

One  common  Mafter  own. 

4  Thus 
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4.       Thus  will  the  church  below 
Refemble  that  above, 
Where  fprings  of  pureft  pleafure  rife 
And  every  heart  is  love. 


HYMN    LXXXV.    Long  Metre. 

Family  Religion, 

i  THE  Lord,  whofe  mercies  never  ceafe, 
Still  crowns  our  families  with  peace. 
From  him  the  dear  connections  rofe, 
And  all  their  bleiTinss  he  beftowe. 


it>- 


l  To  God,  mofb  worthy  to  be  prais'd, 
Be  our  domeflic  altars  rais'dj 
All  heav'n  he  rules,  and  yet  will  dwell 
With  faints  in  their  obfcurefl  cell. 

3  To  him  may  each  united  houfe, 
Morning  and  night  prefent  its  vows ; 
Our  fervants  there,  and  rifing  race, 
Be  taught  his  precepts  and  his  grace. 

G  2  4  O  may 
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4  O  may  each  future  age  proclaim 
The  honours  of  his  glorious  name, 
While  pleas'd,  and  thankful,  we  remove 
To  join  the  family  above. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN     LXXXVI.      Long  Metre. 

Family  Religion. 

i  WHERE'ER  the  Lord  fliall  build  my  houfe 
An  altar  to  his  name  I'll  raife; 
There  morn  and  ev'ning  fhall  afcend 
The  facriflce  of  pray'r  and  praife. 

2,  With  duteous  mind  the  focial  band 
Shall  fearch  the  records  of  thy  law ; 
There  learn  thy  will,  then  humbly  bow 
With  filial  reverence  and  awe. 

3  Indulged  fin  fhall  ne'er  defile 
The  temple  hallow'd  to  our  God; 
Nor  wicked  men,  nor  wicked  ways 
Pollute  the  place  of  his  abode. 

4  If 
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4  If  num'rous  blefiings  of  the  earth 
Indulgent  providence  afford,' 
With  warm  united  hearts  we'll  pay 
Our  grateful  tribute  to  the  Lord. 

5  The  pitying  heart,  the  bounteous  hand 
Here  each  diftrefTed  faint  fhall  find; 
And  wid'ning  dill  our  bofom  glows 
With  love  to  all  of  human  kind. 

6  God  with  a  father's  pleafure  views 
Thefe  happy  produces  of  his  grace, 
And  with  a  rich  munificence 

The  meanefl  fervices  repays. 

7  There  will  he  fix  his  facred  feat, 
And  fpread  the  banner  of  his  love, 
Till  ripen'd  for  an  happier  ftate, 
We  rife  and  join  the  church  above. 

G  3  MISS  SCOTT. 


PART    V. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING    TO 

PRIVATE    DUTIES. 

HYMN   LXXXVII.  Long  Metre. 

Retirement  and  Meditation. 

2  MY  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
A  ftranger  to  myfelf  and  thee; 
Amidft  a  thoufand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Foi*getful  of  my  highefl  love. 

2  Why  mould  my  paflions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debafe  my  heav'nly  birth  ? 
Why  mould  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go  ? 

3  Call 
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3  Call  me  away  from  flefh  and  fenfe^ 
Thy  pow'rful  aid  can  draw  me  thence  : 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 

And  all  inferior  joys  refign. 

4  Be  earth  with  all  her  fcenes  withdrawn; 
Let  noife  and  vanity  be  gone  : 

In  fecret  filence  of  the  mind, 

My  heav'n,  and  there  my  God,  I  find. 

WATTS. 


HYMN   LXXXVIXI.    Long  Metre. 
Watch  in  all  things. 

1  GREAT  God,  my  father  and  my  friend, 
On  whom  I  cad  my  conftant  care, 

On  whom  for  all  things  I  depend, 
Infpire,  and  then  accept,  my  pray'r. 

2  O  fill  me  with  an  humble  fear ; 
The  frailty  of  my  heart  reveal ; 
Sin  and  its  fnares  are  always  near  -, 
Thee  may  I  always  nearer  fed. 

G  4  3  O-that 
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3  O  that  to  thee  my  conftant  mind 
Might  with  an  even  flame  afpirej 
Pride  in  its  earlieft  motions  find, 
And  mark  the  rifing  of  defire. 

4  O  that  my  tender  foul  might. fly 
The  firft  abhor'd  approach  of  ill ; 
Quick  as  the  apple  of  an  eye 
The  flighteil  touch  of  fin  to  feel. 

5  Till  thou  my  foul  anew  create 

Still  may  I  Arrive,  and  watch,  and  pray; 
Humbly  and  confidently  wait, 
And  long  to  fee  thy  perfect  day. 

Collection  of  Hymns  by  J.  and  C.  Wefley, 


HYMN    LXXXIX.  Long  Metre. 

Meeknefs. 

MARK,  when  tempefluous  winds  arife, 
The  wild  confufion  and  uproar, 
All  ocean  mixing  with  the  fkies, 
And  wrecks  are  dafh'd  upon  the  Ihore. 

i  Not 
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1  Not  lefs  confufion  fills  tl>e  mind 
By  its  own  fierce  ideas  toft ; 
Calm  reafon  is  to  rage  refign'd, 
And  in  the  whirl  of  paffion  loft. 

3  O  felf- tormenting  child  of  pride, 
Anger  bred  up  in  hate  and  ftrife ; 
Ten  thoufand  ills  by  thee  fupply'd 
Embitter  oft  the  cup  of  life. 

4  Happy  the  meek,  whofe  gentle  breaft, 
Clear  as  the  fummer  ev'ning's  ray, 
Calm  as  the  regions  of  the  bleft, 
Enjoys  on  earth  celeftial  day. 

5  No  friendfhips  broke  his  bofom  fting3 
No  jars  his  peaceful  tent  invade; 
Safe  underneath  his  father's  wing, 
And,  foe  to  none,  of  none  afraid. 

6  Thou  God  of  mercy,  gracious,  mild, 
Let  gent'left  love  our  fouls  porTefs; 
Paffion  and  pride  be  thence  exil'd, 
And  our  whole  fpirit  thine  exprefs. 

G  5  ENFIELD. 
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HYMN    XC.    Short  Metre. 
Love  of  'truth. 

i       IMPOSTURE  fhrinks  from  light, 

And  dreads  the  curious  eye ; 

But  chriftian  truths  the  tefl  invite, 

They  bid  us  fearch  and  try. 

2  A  meek  inquiring  mind 
Lord  help  us  to  maintain ; 

That  growing  knowledge  we  may  find, 
And  growing  virtue  gain. 

3  With  underftanding  blefs'd, 
Created  to  be  free, 

Our  faith  on  man  we  dare  not  reft, 
Subj eel  to  none  but  thee. 

4  Give  us  the  light  we  need, 
With  founder!  knowledge  fill ; 

From  noxious  error  guard  our  creed, 
From  prejudice  our  will. 

5  The 
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5       The  truth  thou  fhalt  impart 
May  we  with  firmnefs  own ; 
Abhorring  each  evafive  art. 

And  fearing  thee  alone.         doddridge. 


HYMN    XCI.     Common  Metre. 
The  virtuous  life  of  Profperity. 

1  MY  gracious  God,  accept  my  pray'r : 

If*  e'er  thy  love  divine 
Should  profper  my  well-meaning  care, 
And  wealth  fhould  e'er  be  mine  -, 

2  May  humble  worth,  without  a  fear, 

Approach  my  open  door  -, 
Nor  may  I  ever  view  a  tear, 
Regardlefs,  from  the  poor. 

3  O  blefs  me  with  an  honeft  mind, 

Above  all  feififh  ends; 
Humanely  warm  to  all  mankind, 
And  cordial  to  my  friends. 

G  6  4  With 
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4  With  confcious  truth  and  honour  ftill 

My  actions  may  I  guide ; 
Nor  know  a  fear,  but  that  of  ill, 
Nor  fcorn,  but  that  of  pride. 

5  Thee  in  remembrance  may  I  bear, 

To  thee  my  tribute  raife ; 
Conclude  each  day  with  fervent  pray'r, 
And  wake  each  morn  with  praife. 

6  Thus  through  my  life  may  I  approve 

The  gratitude  I  owe ; 
And  hope  to  fhare  thy  blifs  above, 
Whofe  laws  I  keep  below. 


PART 


PART    VI. 


H    T    M    N    S 


RELATING    TO 


AFFLICTION. 


HYMN    XCII.    Common  Metre. 

Providence, 

i  GOD  moves  in  a  myfterious  way 
His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  his  footiteps  in  the  fea, 
And  rides  upon  the  ftorm. 

%  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never  failing  {kill, 
He  treafures  up  his  great  defigns, 
And  works  his  fovereign  will. 

3  Ye 
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3  Ye  fearful  faints  frefh  courage  take, 

The  clouds  ye  fo  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  will  break 
In  bleffings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  fenfe, 

But  truft  him  for  his  grace; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  fmiling  face. 

5  His  purpofes  will  ripen  fail, 

Each  hour  their  progrefs  fee ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  tafte, 
But  fweet  the  fruit  will  be. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  fure  to  crv> 

And  fcan  his  work  in  vain ; 

God  is  his  own  interpreter, 

And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

roPLADT, 


HYMW 
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HYMN    XCIII.    Common  Metre. 

Comfort  in  God  under  Afflictions. 

1  MY  God,  the  cov'nant  of  thy  love 

Abides  for  ever  fure, 
And  in  its  matchlefs  grace  I  feel 
My  happinefs  fecure. 

2  What  tho'  I  want  the  health,  or  eafe, 

Which  nature  may  defire  ? 
To  nobler  joys  than  nature  gives, 
Thy  fervants  all  alpire. 

3  Since  thou,  the  everlafting  God, 

My  Father  art  become  -, 
And  hail  by  Jefus  bade  me  hope 
That  heav'n  fhall  be  my  homes 

4  I  welcome  all  thy  fov'reign  will, 

For  all  that  will  is  love. 
And  when  I  know  not  what  thou  do'fi, 
I  wait  the  light  above. 

5  Thy 
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5  Thy  cov'nant  in  the  darker!  glooms 
Shall  heav'nly  rays  impart, 
And  when  my  eyelids  clofe  in  death, 
Suftain  my  fainting  heart. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN    XCIV.    Short  Metre. 
God's  Care  a  Remedy  for  ours. 

HOW  gracious  is  our  God ! 
How  kind  his  precepts  are ! 
u  Come  caft  your  burthens  on  the  Lord, 
"  And  truft  his  conftant  care." 

Since  he  for  ever  reigns, 
Let  faints  fecurely  dwell ; 
The  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up, 
Shall  guide  his  children  well. 

Oh  !  why  mould  anxious  thoughts 
Opprefs  the  finking  mind  ? 
Go,  fall  before  your  Father's  throne 
And  iweet  relief  you'll  find. 

4  Devoutly 
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4       Devoutly  fear  his  name, 
And  know  no  other  fear. 
In  every  fcene  of  life,  and  death, 

Your  helper  will  be  near,     doddridge. 


HYMN    XCV.     Common  Metre. 

Submtfiion  to  Affliftions. 

1  NAKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came, 
To  life's  uncertain  day  : 
We  to  the  earth  return  again, 
And  mingle  with  our  clay. 

12  The  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy, 

And  call  our  own  in  vain, 

Are  bleffings  only  lent  us  now, 

Soon  to  be  claim'd  again. 

3  'Tis  God  who  lifts  our  comforts  high, 
Or  finks  them  in  the  grave  -} 
He  gives,  and  blefied  be  his  name, 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 

^4  Peace 
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4  Peace  then,  ye  reftlefs  pafilons,  peace, 

Let  each  repining  figh 
Be  filent  at  his  fov'reign  will, 
And  ev'ry  murmur  die. 

5  If  fmiling  mercy  crown  our  lives, 

Its  praifes  fhall  be  fpread ; 
And  we'll  adore  the  wifdom  too, 
That  ftrikes  our  comforts  dead. 


PART 


PART    VII. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING     TO 

LIFE    AND    DEATH. 


HYMN    XCVI.    Long  Metre. 

The  Importance  of  the  prefent  Life. 

i  Life  is  the  time  to  ferve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t'  infure  the  great  reward, 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn 
The  vileft  finner  may  return, 

2  Life  is  the  time  that  God  has  given 
To  fly  from  fin,  and  live  for  heav'n ; 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blefiings  of  the  day. 

3  The 
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3  The  living  know  that  they  mult  die, 
But  all  the  dead  inactive  lie ; 

They  reap  no  good  from  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  fun. 

4  There  are  no  a£ls  of  pardon  rpafs'd 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  hafte. 
Nor  penitence  nor  pray'r  are  known, 
Where  death  and  darknefs  hold  their  throne. 

5  Then,  the  great  work  we're  fent  to  do, 
Let  us  with  vigour  now  purfue. 

The  wailing  day  will  foon  be  o'er : 

When  night  fnall  come,  we  work  no  more. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    XCVIL    Common  Metre. 
Frailty  and  Importance  of  Life. 

I  THOU  who  haft  ever  been  the  fame, 
And  wilt  for  ever  be, 
Who  knowefl  all  our  feeble  frame, 
We  lift  our  hearts  to  thee. 

2  Our 
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1  Our  wafting  lives  flill  fhorter  grow- 
As  days  ftill  onward  prefs ; 
And  cv'ry  beating  pulfe,  we  know 
Leaves  the  fmail  number  lefs. 

3  The  years  roll  on,  and  fleal  away 

The  breath  which  fir  ft  they  gave ; 
Where'er  we  go,  where'er  we  ftay, 
"We  haften  to  the  grave. 

4  Dangers  ftand  thick  through  all  the  ground, 

The  op'ning  tombs  appear; 
And  fierce  difeafes  wait  around 
Swift  to  conduct  us  there. 

5  Great  God  on  what  a ,  (lender  thread 

Our  deareft  hopes  depend ! 
To  morrow  may  behold  us  dead ; 
This  night  our  lives  may  end. 

6  Eternal  joy,  or  unknown  woe 

Hangs  on  each  fleeting  breath ; 
And  yet  how  unconcern'd  we  go, 
Tho'  on  the  brink  of  death ! 

7  So 
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7  So  waken  Lord  each  active  pow'r 
Life's  dang'rous  road  to  tread, 
That  heav'nly  joys  may  crown  the  hour, 
Which  joins  us  to  the  dead. 


HYMN    XCVIII.     Common  Metre. 
God  our  perpetual  Preserver . 

i  HOW  do  thy  mercies,  Lord,  abound, 
How  mighty  is  thine  hand ! 
Ten  thoufand  fnares  our  path  furround, 
And  yet  fecure  we  ftand. 

2  That  was  a  moft  amazing  pow'r 

Which  form'd  us  with  a  word ; 
And  ev'ry  day,  and  ev'ry  hour 
We  lean  upon  the  Lord 

3  The  ev'ning  refts  our  weary  head, 

And  mercy  guards  the  room ; 

We  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed 

That  was  not  made  our  tomb. 

4  The 
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.  The  morning  no  aflurance  gives 
That  we  fhall  end  the  day  ; 
Fie,  who  this  hour  in  vigour  lives, 
The  next  may  pafs  away. 

;  God  is  our  fun,  whofe  daily  light 
Our  joy  and  fafety  brings ; 
Oar  feeble  frame  lies  fafe  at  night 
Beneath  his  guardian  wings. 

IFATTS, 


HYMN    XCIX.     Common  Metre. 
Shortnefs  of  Life>  and  goodnefs  of  God, 

1  OUR  days  like  empty  vapours,  fly, 

With  motion  fwifter  far 
Than  arrows  which  elude  the  eye 
Or  than  a  fhoodng  flar. 

2  The  prefent  moments  juft  appear, 

And  flide  away  fo  fad 
That  we  can  hardly  fay  they're  here, 
Before  we  find  they're  pafl. 


T  But 
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3  But  how  unlike  our  fleeting  days 

Thy  mercies  Lord  appear: 
Thy  everlafting  grace  we  praife 
Which  crowns  each  rolling  year. 

4  We  owe  our  breath,  fenfe,  raiment,  food, 
.    .     Friends,  all  things,  to  thy  love  ; 

Thy  grace,  O  thou  fupremely  good. 
Conduces  to  joys  above. 

5  Thy  love  eternal  {hall  be  found 

And  fureft  hope  afford ; 
Thy  mercy  knows  no  narrow  bound, 
And  be  thy  name  ador'd. 

v 

6  Thus  we  begin  the  lafting  fong ; 

And,  when  in  dull  we  lie, 
Let  age  to  age  thy  praife  prolong 
Till  time  and  nature  die. 

TFATTS 


HYMN 
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HYMN    C.     Common  Metre. 

Frailty  and  Importance  of  Life. 

[  LORD,  what  a  feeble  frame  is  ours, 
How  vain  a  thing  is  man ; 
How  weak,  at  belt,  our  boafted  pow'rs, 
And  fhort,  at  moft,  our  fpan  ! 

l  Swift  as  the  feather'd  arrow  flies, 
And  cuts  the  yielding  air; 
Or  as  a  kindling  meteor  dies, 
Ere  it  can  well  appear ; 

)  So  pafs  our  hafty  years  away, 
And  time  purfues  his  race ; 
In  vain  we  afk  a  moment's  flay, 
Nor  will  he  flack  his  pace. 

\.  Lord,  make  us  timely  wife  to  learn 
How  very  frail  we  are ; 
Roufe  us  to  mind  our  great  concern, 
And  for  our  doom  prepare.       watts, 

H  HYMN 
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HYMN    CI.     Common  Metre. 

Frailty  of  Life. 

i  IF  others,  confident  and  vain, 
Nor  death,  nor  danger  fear, 
We  would  a  lively  fenfe  maintain 
That  death  is  ever  near. 

i  Juft  like  the  grafs  our  bodies  ftand; 
It  flourifhes  to-day, 
A  blaft  to-morrow  fweeps  the  land, 
And  fades  the  grafs  away. 

3  Our  life  contains  a  thoufand  fprings, 

And  flops  if  one  move  wrong. 
Strange,  that  a  harp  of  thoufand  firings, 
Should  keep  in  tune  fo  long. 

4  'Tis  God  alone  upholds  our  frame, 

Who  rais'd  it  from  the  duft; 
Hofanna  to  his  holy  name  : 

In  him  is  all  our  truft.  watts. 

HTMi 
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HYMN    CII.    Common  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  through  all  the  changes  of  Life. 

1  FATHER  of  mercies,  God  of  love, 

My  God,  and  father,  hear, 
While  with  a  filial  heart  I  fing 
How  good  thy  ways  appear. 

2  My  foul  in  pleafmg  wonder  loft 

Thy  various  grace  furveys ; 
Where  fhall  my  joyful  lips  begin, 
Or  where  conclude  thy  praife  I 

3  In  ev'ry  period  of  my  life 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  appear ; 
Thy  mercies  gild  each  tranfient  fcene, 
And  crown  each  lengthening  year. 

4  In  all  my  comforts  may  my  foul 

A  Father's  bounty  fee ; 
Ne'er  let  the  gifts  thy  grace  beftows 
Eilrange  my  heart  from  thee. 

H  2  5  Teach 
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5  Teach  me  iii  times  of  deep  diftrefs 

To  own  thee  ftiil  my  God ; 
And  in  fubmifiive  filence  learn 
The  leilons  of  thy  rod. 

6  Through  ev'ry  changing  ftate  of  life, 

Each  bright,  each  gloomy  fcene, 
Give  me  a  meek  and  humble  mind, 
Still  equal  and  ferene. 

7  Then  may  I  clofe  mine  eyes  in  death 

Free  from  all  anxious  fear; 
And  dying  praife  thee,  O  my  God, 
Since  thou  art  with  me  there. 


HYMN    CIII.    Long  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  in  Prosperity  and  Adverfity. 

i  PRAISE  to  God,  immortal  praife, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days  > 
Plenteous  fource  of  ev'ry  joy, 
Let  thy  praife  our  tongues  employ. 


2  All 
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2  All  the  bleflings  of  the  fields, 
All  the  flores  the  garden  yields, 
Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
Yellow  Iheaves  of  ripen'd  grain ; 

3  All  that  ipring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o'er  the  foiling  land ; 

All  that  lib'ral  autumn  pow'rs 
From  her  rich  o'erflowing  ftores  -, 

4  Thefe  to  thee,  our  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  bleflings  flow; 
And  for  thefe  our  fouls  fhall  raife 
Grateful  vows,  and  folemn  praife. 

5  Yet  fhould  rifing  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  flem  the  rip'ning  ear ; 
Though  the  fick'ning  flock  fhould  fall3 
And  the  herd  defert  the  flail  -, 

6  Though  thine  alter'd  hand  reftrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain, 

^  Blaft  each  op'ning  bud  of  joy, 
And  the  rifing  year  deftroy  , 

H  j  7  Though 
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7  Though  of  other  hopes  bereft, 
Still  our  hope  of  heaven  is  left ; 
And  for  this  our  hearts  fhall  raife 
Grateful  vows  and  folemn  praife. 

MRS.   BARBAULD, 


HYMN    CIV.    Common  Metre. 

Meditation  on  Death. 

i  MY  thoughts,  that  oft  afcend  the  fkies, 
Now  view  the  earth  below, 
Where  countlefs  victims  meet  thy  eyes, 
And  death's  wide  empire  fhew. 

2  How  that  deftroyer  triumphs  here, 

His  trophies  fpread  around! 
On  ev'ry  fide  what  tombs  appear, 
And  mark  the  peopled  ground  I 

3  Soon  muft  we  leave  this  light  of  life, 

To  make  our  bed  in  clay; 
Vain  are  our  groans,  and  vain  the  ftrife 
To  gain  a  moment's  ftay. 

4  Soon 
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I.  Soon  fhall  fome  weeping  friend  draw  near 
To  thefe  cold  limbs,  and  fay, 
Once  they  were  ftrong  as  mine  appear, 
And  mine  muft  be  as  they. 


Then  fhall  our  lifelefs  members  teach 

What  now  our  fenfes  learn ; 
For  dull  and  afhes  loudly  preach 

Man's  firft  and  great  concern. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    CV.     Common  Metre. 
The  Death  and  Burial  of  a  Saint. 

x  WHY  do  we  mourn  departing  friends  ? 
Or  dread  their  op'ning  grave  ? 
In  kindnefs  'tis  their  Father  fends 
From  ev'ry  ill  to  fave. 

2  We  too  are  hafVning  to  our  home 
'      As  faft  as  time  can  fly  -, 
Nor  can  that  home  too  fwiftly  come 
Which  feals  our  hopes  on  high. 

H  4  2  Why 
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j  Why  fhould  we  tremble  to  convey 
Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 
There  the  dear  flefh  of  Jefus  lay, 
And  left  a  lone;  perfume. 


o  i 


4  The  graves  of  all  his  faints  he  blefs'd, 

And  foften'd  ev'ry  bed : 
Where  fhould  the  dying  members  reft, 
But  with  their  dying  head  ? 

5  Thence  he  arofe  to  worlds  of  joy 

And  fhew'd  our  feet  the  way; 
And  we  to  meet  the  Lord  ihall  fly 
At  the  great  rifing-day. 

6  Then  let  the  laft  loud  trumpet  found, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rife : 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground  -, 
Ye  faints^  afcend  the  fides. 

WATTS* 


HYMN 
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HYMN    CVI.     Common  Metre. 
A  Funeral  thought. 

1  HARK  !  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  found, 

My  ears  attend  the  cry : 
cc  Ye  living  men  come  view  the  ground, 
"  Where  you  muft  fhortly  lie. 

2  "  Princes,  this  clay  muft  be  your  bed, 

cc  In  fpite  of  all  your  pow'rs  -, 
€C  The  tall,  the  wife,  the  rev'rend  head, 
cc  Muft  lie  as  low  as  ours." 

3  Great  God !  is  this  our  certain  doom, 

And  are  we  ftill  fecure  ! 
Still  walking  downward  to  our  tomb, 
And  yet  prepare  no  more ! 

4  Grant  us  the  aids  of  quickening  grace, 

To  fit  us  for  the  Iky, 
That  we  may  clofe  our  mortal  race, 
With  hopes  of  endlefs  joy.       watts, 

H$  BOOK 


BOOK    III. 


H    T    M    N    S 

CONTAINING 

VIEWS    OF   CHRISTIANITY. 


PART   I. 


HYMNS    RELATING    TO    THE    BLESSINGS    OF 
CHRISTIANITY. 


HYMN    CVII.    Long  Metre. 

BleJJings  of  the  Go/pel. 

i  GOD,  who,  in  various  methods,  told 
His  holy  will  to  thofe  of  old, 
By  his  beloved  Son  difplays 
His  truth  and  grace  in  latter  days. 

2  That  facred  volume  which  records 
Our  matter's  character  and  words, 
We  read ;  and  in  himfelf  is  giv'n 
The  pledge  of  life,  the  hope  of  heav'n. 

3  There 
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3  There  knowledge  of  the  nobleft  kind 
Expands  and  elevates  the  mind ; 
The  heav'nly  doctrine,  plain  as  true, 

r    Inftructs,  reproves,  and  comforts  too. 

4  How  brightly  there  thy  glories  mine, 
Wifdom  and  goodnefs  all  divine ; 
Whate'er  can  fill  the  foul  with  love, 
And  form  it  for  the  joys  above. 

5  Chriftians,  while  grateful  fongs  ye  raife, 
Improve  the  gofpel  which  ye  praife ; 
And  aid  its  progrefs,  till  the  Lord 
Hath  bleft  all  nations  with  his  word. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    CVIII.    Long  Metre. 
Excellence  of  Chriftianity. 

i  PARENT  of  good,  thy  gofpel's  pow'r 
The  reign  of  darknefs  hath  o'erthrown  j 
O  wond'rous  grace  !  O  glorious  hour, 
Which  made  the  great  falvation  known.  - 

2  Though 
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2  Though  we  fhould  trace  the  globe  around, 
Where'er  the  human  foot  hath  trod, 
There  will  be  no  religion  found, 
To  man  fo  fafe,  fo  jufl  to  God. 

2  How  well  its  blefTed  truths  agree ! 
How  wife  and  holy  each  command : 
Its  promifes,  how  fure  they  be ! 
How  firm  our  hope  and  comfort  ftand. 

4  In  vain  ihall  all  its  foes  devife 

To  fhake  my  faith  with  treach'rous  art; 
My  foul  thy  wifdom  justifies, 
And  binds  thy  gofpel  to  my  heart. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    CIX.    Long  Metre. 

The  Power  of  the  GofpeL 

THIS  is  the  word  of  truth  and  love, 
Sent  to  the  nations  from  above  s 
Jehovah  here  refolves  to  fhew 
What  his  almighty  grace  can  do. 


2  This 
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a  This  remedy  did  wifdom  find, 
To  heal  difeafes  of  the  mind ; 
This  fov'reign  balm,  whofe  virtues  can 
Reftore  the  ruin'd  creature,  man. 

3  The  gofpel  bids  the  dead  revive ; 
Sinners  obey  the  voice,  and  live; 
Dry  bones  are  rais'd  and  cloath'd  afrefh, 
And  hearts  of  {tone  are  turn'd  to  flefh. 

4  In  regions  of  the  darkeft  night, 
The  gofpel  iirikes  a  heav'nly  light ; 
Our  lufts  its  wond'rous  pow'r  controuls, 
And  calms  the  rage  of  angry  fouls. 

5  Lions  and  beafts  of  favage  name 
Put  on  the  nature  of  the  lamb  -, 

While  the  wide  world  eileems  it  ilrange, 
Gaze,  and  admire,  and  hate  the  change. 

6  May  but  this  grace  my  foul  renew, 
Let  fmners  gaze,  and  hate  me  too ; 
The  word  that  faves  me  does  engage 


A  fure  defence  from  all  their  rage. 


JVJTTS, 


HYMN 
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HYMN    CX.     Short  Metre. 
"The  Birth  of  Chrift, 

For  Chriftmas  Day. 

BEHOLD  the  grave  appear, 
The  blefling  promis'd  long ; 
Angels  announce  the  Saviour  near 
In  this  triumphant  fong: 


a 
cc 


Glory  to  God  on  high, 
And  heav'nly  peace  on  earth ; 
"  Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
<c  At  your  Redeemer's  birth." 

In  worihip  fo  divine, 
Shall  man  refrain  his  part  ? 
Forbid  it  gratitude  !  we  join 
The  fong,  with  grateful  heart. 

Glory  to  God  on  high, 
And  heav'nly  peace  on  earth, 
Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 

At  our  Redeemer's  birth,  watts, 

hym  N 
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HYMN    CXI.     Common  Metre. 

Coming  and  Office  of  Chrijl. 

i  HARK  the  glad  found !  the  Saviour  comes., 
The  Saviour  promis'd  long; 
Let  ev'ry  heart  a  throne  prepare, 
And  ev'ry  voice  a  fong. 

2  On  him  the  fpirit  largely  fhed, 

Exerts  its  facred  fire ; 
Wifdom  and  might,  and  zeal  and  love 
His  holy  bread  infpire. 

3  He  comes,  from  galling  chains  of  vice 

To  free  the  captive  mind ; 
He  comes,  to  pour  the  chearing  light 
Of  truth  upon  the  blind. 

4  He  comes,  to  change  to  hope  and  joy 

The  contrite  heart's  diflrefs, 
And  with  the  ftores  of  gofpel  grace 
The  humble  poor  to  blefs. 

5  Glory 
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5  Glory  to  God,  in  higher!  {trains, 

Through  higheft  worlds,  be  paid  -, 

His  glory  by  our  lips  proclaim'd, 

And  in  our  iives  difplay'd. 

•  DODDRIDGE, 


HYMN    CXII.    Long  Metre. 

'The  Go/pel  Invitation. 

i  YE  weary  come,  who  feek  for  reft, 
And  draw,  ye  lieavy  laden,  nigh ; 
My  counfels  now,  fhall  make  you  blefs'd., 
And  raife  you  to  eternal  joy, 

1  They  mail  find  peace  who  learn  of  me; 
I'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mindj 
But  pafiion  rages-  like  the  fea, 
And  pride  is  reftlefs  as  the  wTind. 

3  To  thofe,  inftructed  from  above, 
Who  walk  by  faith  and  not  by  fight, 
My  law,  an  eafy  yoke  will  prove, 
The  burden  of  my  precepts  light. 

4  Thus 
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4  Thus  Jefus  fpake ;  and  let  his  word 
Our  hearts  with  grateful  pleafure  fill, 
While  we  receive  him  as  our  Lord, 
And  humbly  bow  to  all  his  will. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    CXIII.    Short  Metre. 

Preservation  and  Redemption. 

TO  God  the  only  wife, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Let  all  his  faints,  with  joyful  hearts, 
Their  humble  praifes  bring. 

By  his  unfading  love,     .. 
His  counfel,  and  his  care, 
From  falling  he  can  keep  us  fafe, 
And  guard  from  ev'ry  fnare. 

He  can  prefent  our  fouls 
Unblemifh'd  and  compleat, 
Before  the  glory  of  his  face, 
With  joys  divinely  great. 


3  There 
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4  There  all  his  duteous  Tons 
Shall  meet  around  the  throne, 

Shall  blefs  the  conduct  of  his  grace, 
And  make  his  wonders  known. 

5  To  God  the  only  wife, 
All  majefty  belongs, 

And  be  his  pow'r  and  grace  ador'd 
In  everlafting  fongs, 

WAT1S. 


PART 


PART    II. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING    TO    THB 

CHARACTER  AND  DUTIES  OF  CHRISTIANS, 


HYMN    GXIV.    Long  Metre. 
We  Walk  by  Faith,  not  by  Sight. 

1  'TIS  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 

We  walk  through  defarts  dark  as  night : 
Till  we  arrive  at  heav'n  our  home, 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  fight  fhe  well  fupplies, 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear; 
Far  into  difta'nt  worlds  fhe  pries, 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 

3  Chearful 
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Chearful  we  tread  the  defart  thro', 
While  faith  infpires  a  heav'nly  ray, 
Tho*  lions  roar,  and  temp  efts  blow, 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way, 

,  So  Abram,  by  divine  command, 
Left  his  own  honfe  to  walk  with  God ! 
His  faith  beheld  the  promis'd  land, 
And  fir'd  his  zeal  along  the  road. 


HYMN    CXV.    Common  Metre. 
A  living  and  a  dead  Faith. 

MISTAKEN  fouls !  that  dream  of  heav'n, 

And  make  their  empty  boaft 
Of  inward  joys,  and  fins  forgiv'n, 

While  they  are  (laves  to  luft. 

Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights, 

if  faith  be  cold  and  dead ; 
None  but  a  living  pow'r  unites 

To  Chrifi  the  living  head. 

3  'Tis 
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3  'Tis  faith  that  changes  all  the  heart : 

'Tis  faith  that  works  by  love : 
.    That  bids  all  finful  joys  depart, 
And  lifts  the  thoughts  above. 

4  'Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell 

By  a  celeftial  pow'r  -, 
This  is  the  grace  that  fhall  prevail 
In  the  decifive  hour. 

5  Faith  muft  obey  her  Father's  will, 

As  well  as  truft  his  grace; 
A  pard'ning  God  is  jealous  ftill 
For  his  own  holinefs. 

6  When  from  our  guilt  he  fets  us  free5 

He  makes  us  clean  within; 
Nor  would  he  fend  his  Son  to  be 
The  minifter  of  fin. 


HYMJM 
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HYMN    CXVI.    Long  Metre. 

Example  of  Chrift. 

i  I  READ  my  duty  in  the  word 
Of  my  Redeemer  and  my  Lord ; 
But  in  his  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

1  What  zeal  his  million  to  fulfil ! 
What  defrence  to  his  Father's  will! 
His  love  and  meeknefs  how  divine  ! 
I  would  tranfcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnefs'd  the  fervour  of  his  pray'r. 
Each  fcene  which  his  temptations  knew 
Prefents  his  vicYries  to  our  view. 

4  Parent  of  good,  thine  aid  impart 
To  form  his  image  in  my  heart; 
And  let  the  growing  likenefs  rife 
Till  made  compleat  beyond  the  Ikies. 

WAtrs. 
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HYMN    CXVIL    Long  Metre. 
A  Conversation  becoming  the  Go/pel. 

1  SO  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefs 
The  holy  gofpel  we  profefs  -, 

So  let  each  chriftian  virtue  fhine 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  fhall  we  beft  thine  honours  raife, 
Great  God,  and  others  learn  to  praife ; 
When  heav'nly  truth  fhall  reign  within, 
And  break  the  pow'r  of  ev'ry  'fin. 

3  Our  flefh.  and  fenfe  muft  be  deny'd, 
Paffion  and  envy,  luft  and  pride ; 
While  juftice,  temp'rance,  truth  and  love 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

4  What  tho'  we  drink  of  forrow's  cup, 

Religion  bears  our  fpirits  up ; 

Hope  waits  the  coming  of  the  Lord, 

And  faith  ftands  leaning  on  his  word. 

WAcTeiSi 

HYMN 
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HYMN    CXVIII.    Common  Metre. 

Defire  of  Improvement  in  the  Chriftian  Character* 

1  LONG  have  I  fat  beneath  the  found 
Of  thy  falvation,  Lord; 
Yet  ftill  how  low  my  faith  is  found, 
And  knowledge  of  thy  word ! 

,2  Oft  I  frequent  thy  holy  place, 
And  hear  almoft  in  vain  : 
What  faint  impreffions  of  thy  grace 
My  languid  pow'rs  retain. 

3  How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love, 

How  negligent  my  fear; 
How  weak  my  hope  of  joys  above, 
How  few  affections  there. 

4  Great  God,  thy  gracious  aid  impart 

To  give  thy  word  fuccefs ; 
Write  all  its  precepts  on  my  heart, 
And  deep  its  truths  imprefs. 

I  5  Oh, 
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5  Oh,  fpeed  my  progrefs  in  the  way 
That  leads  to  joys  on  high, 
Where  Icnowledge  grows  without  decay, 
And  love  fhall  never  die.  watts. 


HYMN    CXIX.     Common  Metre. 

Ajprations  after  the  Chriftian  'Temper. 

i  ALMIGHTY  Maker,  Lord  of  all, 
Of  life  the  only  ipring, 
Creator  of  unnumber'd  worlds, 
Supreme,  eternal  King; 

1  Drive  from  the  windings  of  my  heart 
Impenitence  and  pride; 
And  guard  me  through  the  various  paths 
Which  fnares  and  dangers  hide. 

3  Whate'er  thine  all-difcerning  eye 
Sees  for  thy  creature  fit; 
I'll  blefs  the  good,  and  to  the  ill 
Contentedly  fubmit. 

4  With 
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4  With  gen'rous  pleafure  let  me  view 

My  neighbour  rich  and  great; 
Malignant  envy  let  me  fly, 
And  odious  felf-conceit. 

5  Let  not  defpair,  nor  fell  revenge 

Be  to  my  bofom  known : 
Oh  give  me  tears  for  others  woes, 
And  patience  for  my  own. 

6  Feed  me  with  necefTary  food ; 

I  afk  not  wealth  or  fame : 

Give  me  an  eye  to  fee  thy  will, 

A  heart  to  blefs  thy  name. 

7  May  my  Hill  days  ferenely  pafs, 

Without  corroding  care; 
And  growing  holinefs  my  foul 
For  life's  laft  hour  prepare, 


1 2  HYMN 
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HYMN    CXX.    Long  Metre. 
Chriftian  Beatitudes. 

i  BLESS 'D  are  the  poor,  of  patient  mind, 
To  all  their  Maker's  will  refign'd ; 
Their  calm  fubmiflion  God  will  own, 
And  raife  them  to  an  heavenly  throne. 

ft  Blefs'd  are  the  men  who  mourn  for  fin, 
And  a  new  courfe  of  life  begin ; 
For  them  divine  compaffion  flows, 
A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 

3  Blefs'd  are  the  meek,  who  fland  afar 
From  rage  and  paffion,  noife  and  wan 
Life's  pureil  joys  are  their  reward, 
And  God  will  be  their  conftant  guard. 

4  Blefs'd  are  the  men  whofe  lives  exprefs 
Hunger  and  thirfl  for  righteoufnefs ; 
They  fhall  be  well  fupply'd,  and  fed 
With  living  dreams,  and  living  bread. 

5  Blefs'd 
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5  Blefs'd  are  the  men  whofe  bowels  move, 
And  melt  with  fympathy  and  love ; 
They  fhall  themfelves  from  God  obtain 
Like  fympathy  and  love  again. 

6  Blefs'd  are  the  pure,  whofe  hearts  are  clean 
From  wilful  fins  defiling  ftain : 

With  endlefs  pleafure  they  fhall  fee 
A  God  of  fpotlefs  purity. 

7  Blefs'd  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
Who  quench  the  kindling  flames  of  ftrife; 
Their  names  fhall  be  enroll'd  above 

As  fons  of  God,  the  God  of  love. 

8  Blefs'd  are  the  fufPrers,  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  fhame  for  Jefus'  fake ; 
For  them  referves  a  faithful  Lord 
The  kingdom  promis'd  in  his  word. 

WATTS. 
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HYMN    CXXI.     Common  Metre. 

Chriftian  Virtues, 

i  STRAIT  is  the  way,  the  door  is  {trait. 
That  leads  to  joys  on  high ! 
?Tis  but  a  few  that  find  the  gate, 
While  crouds  miftake  and  die. 

2  Beloved  felf  mull  be  deny'd, 

The  mind  and  will  renew'd, 
Paflion  fupprefs'd,  and  patience  try'd, 
And  vain  defires  fubdu'd. 

3  Flefri  is  a  dahg'rous  foe  to  grace, 

Where  it  prevails  and  rules ; 
Flefh  muft  be  humbled,  pride  abas'd, 
Left  they  deftroy  our  fouls. 

4  The  love  of  gold  be  banifh'd  hence, 

Let  wrath  and  envy  die ; 
And  ev'ry  appetite  and  fenfe, 
In  fweet  fubjection  lie. 

5  The 
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5  The  tongue,  that  moft  unruly  pow'r, 

Requires  a  ftrong  reftraint : 
We  mufl  be  watchful  ev'ry  hour, 
And  pray,,  but  never  faint. 

6  But  can  a  feeble  creature,  Lore1, 

Fulfil  this  great  clefign  ? 
To  thee  we  look;  thy  grace  afford, 
And  be  the  glory  thine.  watts* 


HYMN     CXXIL       Long  Metre, 
The  ChrJflian  Race,  Ifa.  xl.  28 — 31. 

1  AWAKE  our  fouls  (away  our  fears, 
Let  ev'ry  trembling  thought  be  gone) 
Awake,  and  run  the  heav'nly  race, 
And  put  a  chearful  courage  on. 

2  True,  'tis  a  flrait  and  thorny  road, 
And  mortal  fpirits  tire  and  faint; 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 
Who  feeds  the  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 

I  4  3  The 
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3  The  mighty  God,  whofe  matchlefs  pow'r 
Is  ever  young  and  ever  new, 

And  firm  endures,  while  endlefs  years, 
Their  everlafting  courfe  purfue 

4  From  thee,  the  overflowing  fpring, 
Our  fouls  mail  drink  a  frefh  fupply; 
While  fuch  as  trull  their  native  ftrength 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air, 
We'll  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode; 
On  wings  of  love  our  fouls  mail  fly. 
Nor  tire  amidft  the  heav'nly  road. 


HYMN    CXXIII.    Long  Metre. 
"the  Chriftian  Warfare. 

1  STAND  up,  my  foul,  fhake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  gofpel-armour  on ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endlefs  joy, 

Where  thy  great  Captain  Saviour's  gone. 

%  Sin 
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2  Sin  and  the  world  refift  thy  courfe, 
But  thefe,  my  foul,  are  vanquinYd  foes ; 
For  Jefus  nail'd  them  to  the  crofs, 
And  fung  the  triumph  when  he  rofe. 

3  What  tho'  thine  inward  lufts  rebel, 

'Tis  but  a  flruggling  gafp  for  life; 

The  weapons  of  victorious  grace 
Shall  flay  them  all,  and  end  the  ftrife. 

4  Then  let  my  foul  march  boldly  on, 
Prefs  forward  to  the  heav'nly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 
And  glitt'ring  robes  for  conqu'rors  wait, 

5  There  fhall  I  wear  my  Father's  crown, 
And  triumph  in  Almighty  grace  j 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  Ikies 
Unite  to  celebrate  his  praife. 


I    S  HYMM 
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HYMN    CXXIV.    Long  Metre. 

the  Chrifiian  Warfare. 

i  AWAKE  my  foul,  lift  up  thine  eyes  5 
See  where  thy  foes  againft  thee  rife, 
In  long  array,  a  num'rous  hoft ; 
Awake,  my  foul,  or  thou  art  loft. 

2  Here  giant  danger  threat'ning  ftands, 
Muft'ring  his  pale  terrific  bands  ; 
There  pleafure's  filken  banners  fpread, 
And  willing  fouls  are  captive  led. 

3  See  where  rebellious  paffions  rage, 
And  fierce  defires  and  lufts  engage  ; 
The  meaner!  foe  of  all  the  train 

Has  thoufands  and  ten  thoufands  flain. 

4  Thou  treadeft  on  enchanted  ground, 
Perils  and  fnares  befet  thee  round  s 
Beware  of  all,  guard  ev'ry  part, 
But  moft,  the  traitor  in  thy  heart: 

5  Come 
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5  Come  then,  my  foul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  fhield ; 
Put  on  the  armour  from  above 

Of  heav'nly  truth,  and  heav'nly  love. 

6  Thefe  from  thy  foes  will  guard  thee  well, 
The  terror  and  the  charm  repel  -, 

The  man  of  Calv'ry  triumph'd  here, 

,  Nor  fliould  his  faithful  followers  fear. 

MRS.  BARBAULD, 


HYMN     CXXV.    Long  Metre. 

Perfecution. 

1  ABSURD  and  vain  attempt,  to  bind 
With  iron  chains  the  free-born  mind  3 
To  force  conviction,  and  reclaim 
The  wand'rers  by  deftrudtive  flame. 

1  Bold  arrogance,  to  fnatch  from  heav'n 
Dominion  not  to  mortals  giv'n  -, 
O'er  confcience  to  ufurp  the  throne, 
Accountable  to  God  alone. 

16  3  Our 
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3  Our  mailer's  gentle  law  of  love 
Doth  no  fuch  cruelties  approve ; 
Mild  as  himfelf;  his  doctrine  wields 
No  arms  but  what  perfuafion  yields. 

4  By  proofs  divine,  and  reafon  ftrong 
It  draws  the  willing  mind  along ; 
And  conquefts  to  his  church  acquires 
By  eloquence  which  truth  infpires. 

MISS  SCOTT, 


PART 


PART    III. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING    TO   THE 

FUTURE  PROSPECTS  OF  CHRISTIANS. 

HYMN    CXXVI.    Long  Metre. 

Faith. 

I  FAITH  is  the  lively  evidence 
Of  things  unfeen  by  mortal  eyes ; 
It  pafTes  all  the  bounds  of  fenfe, 
And  penetrates  the  inmoft  fides. 

a  It  fets  things  abfent  full  in  view; 
It  brings  far  diftant  profpects  home ; 
Events  long  paft  it  can  renew, 
And  long  forefee  things  yet  to  come. 

3  It 
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3  It  brings  the  heav'nly  regions  near 
With  ftrong  perfuafion  to  our  eyes, 
Embraces  all  the  bleflings  there, 
And  here  the  promifes  enjoys. 

4  By  faith  a  fteady  courfe  we  fleer 
Through  rifing  florms  and  fwelling  feas, 
O'ercome  the  world,  fupprefs  our  fear, 
And  flill  poiTefs  our  fouls  in  peace. 

5  By  this  we  pafs  the  vale  of  tears 
Safe  and  ferene,  _ though  oft  diftrefs'dj 
By  this  fubdue  the  king  of  fears, 
And  go  rejoicing  to  our  reft. 

BROWN. 


HYMN    CXXVII.    Short  Metre. 

Chrifiian  Hope, 

WHO  can  the  grace  exprefs, 
That  thou,  the  Lord  of  all. 
The  humblefl  friends  of  righteoufhefs 
The  fons  of  God  fhould'ft  call. 

2  Though 
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1       Though  men  of  worldly  views 
The  title  may  not  own, 
The  world  did  Jefus  too  refute, 
Nor  was  his  Father  known. 

J       It  doth  not  yet  appear 

What  glories  we  fhall  fhare ; 
But  when  we  fee  our  Saviour  near, 
His  image  we  fhall  bear. 

4       A  hope  fo  much  divine 
Should  trials  well  endure, 
Should  more  and  more  our  fouls  refine, 
Till  they  like  Chriil  be  pure.       watts. 


HYMN    CXXVIII.     Common  Metre. 
Heaven. 

1  FAR  from  thefe  narrow  fcenes  of  night, 
Unbounded  glories  rife, 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight, 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

1  There 
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2  There  are  no  ficknerTes,  or  pains, 

No  bofom  heaves  a  figh ; 
Health  in  immortal  bloom  remains, 
And  pure  is  ev'ry  joy. 

3  No  cloud  thofe  blifsful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair ; 
And  fin,  that  fource  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

4  Oh  may  this  heavenly  profpecl  fire 

Our  hearts  with  ardent  love ; 
May  lively  faith  and  ftrong  defire 

Bear  ev'ry  wifh  above.  toplady. 


HYMN    CXXIX.    Common  Metre. 

The  Hope  of  Heaven  our  Support  under  trials 
on  Earth. 

l  WHEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  manfions  in  the  fides, 
I  bid  farewel  to  ev'ry  fear, 
And  dry  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should 
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a  Should  earth  againft  my  foul  engage, 
And  all  its  darts  be  hurl'd; 
Then  could  I  fmile  to  fee  its  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  florms  of  forrow  fall, 
May  I  but  fafely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heav'n,  my  all ; 

4  There  mail  I  bathe  my  weary  foul 

In  feas  of  heav'nly  reft, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Acrofs  my  peaceful  breaft. 


HYMN    CXXX.    Long  Metre. 

On  the  future  Recommence  of  ■prejent  'trials. 

1  The  man  who  was  crowned  with  thorns, 
■    The  man  who  on  Calvary  died, 
The  man  who  bore  fcourgings  and  fcorns, 
Whom  finners  agreed  to  deride  -, 

Now 
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Now  blefTed  for  ever  is  made, 
-  And  God  has  rewarded  his  pain ; 
Now  glory 'has  crowned  his  head; 

Heav'n  finss  of  the  Lamb  that  was  (lain. 

o 

2  By  faith  we  contemplate  his  joy, 

And  hope  in  due  feafon  to  fhare  $ 
For  as  our  forerunner  on  high, 

Our  places  he's  gone  to  prepare. 
This  makes  us  regardlefs  of  fame, 

And  riches  and  honours  defpifej 
We  fufFer  for  Jefus's  name, 

And  die  that  with  him  we  may  rife. 

3  The  good  to  his  followers  done 

(For  fo  has  his  gofpel  declar'd) 
As  done  to  himfelf  he  will  own, 
And  crown  with  an  equal  reward. 
Ye  blefs'd  of  my  Father  come  nigh, 
Sit  down  on  my  heavenly  throne ; 
Inherit  the  kingdom  of  joy, 

Prepar'd  for  the  friends  of  his  Son." 


4  The 
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f.  Then  let  us  look  forward  to  this, 

And  joyfully  take  up  his  crofs  ; 
His  fervants  fhall  be  where  he  is, 

And  all  that  we  lofe  is  but  drofs. 
They're  honour'd  whom  God  fhali  approve; 

Their  riches  Hi  all  never  decay ; 
Their  joy  is  cpmpleat  in  his  love, 

Their  tears  fhall  be  all  wip'd  away. 

;  His  God  and  his  Father  is  ours ; 

Our  foes  and  our  arms  are  the  fame; 
The  world  with  its  dangerous  pow'rs 

By  faith  and  hope  he  overcame. 
Then  let  us  march  chearfuliy  on, 

The  road  that  before  us  he  trod; 
It  leads  us  where  he  is  now  gone, 

To  heaven^  himfelf,  and  his  God. 


h  y  m  tf 


188  HYMN  XXXI.  book  in, 

HYMN    CXXXI.    Long  Metre. 
Hhe  Eternal  Sahhath* 

i  Hear  us,  O  Father,  when  we  pray 
In  this  thy  houfe,  on  this  thy  day; 
And  own,  as  grateful  facrifice, 
The  fongs  which  from  thy  churches  rife. 

2  Thine  earthly  fabbaths,  Lord,  we  love  j 
But  there's  a  nobler  reft  above, 
To  that  thy  fervants  all  afpire 
With  ardent  hope,  and  ftrong  defire. 

3,  There  languor  mail  no  more  opprefs ; 
The  heart  fhall  feel  no  more  diftrefs > 
No  groans  fhall  mingle  with  the  fongs 
Which  dwell  upon  immortal  tongues. 


4  No  anxious  cares  mail  there  annoy, 
No  confcious  guilt  difturb  the  joy; 
But  ev'ry  doubt  and  fear  fhall  ceafe 
And  perfect  love  give  perfect  peace. 


5  Soor 
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Soon  fhall  the  glorious  day  begin, 
Which  ends  the  reign  of  death  and  fin, 
Lord  give  us  then  thofe  joys  to  know 
Which  from  celeftial  worfhip  flow. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN   CXXXII.    Common  Metre. 
The  humble  JVorJhip  of  Heaven, 

FATHER,  my  fpirit  longs  to  fee 

The  place  of  thine  abode: 
To  leave  thine  earthly  courts,  and  flee, 

Up  to  thy  feat,  my  God! 

Here  I  behold  thee  but  in  part, 

And  'tis  a  pleafmg  fight  j 
But,  Lord,  to  fee  thee  as  thou  art, 

Is  infinite  delight. 

I'd  part  with  all  the  joys  of  fenfe, 

To  gaze  upon  thy  throne : 
Pleafure  fprings  frefh  for  ever  thence, 

Unfpeakable,  unknown. 

4  There 
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4  There  all  the  heav'nly  hofts  are  feen  -, 

In  mining  ranks  they  move, 

And  drink  immortal  vigour  in 

With  wonder  and  with  love. 

5  Then  at  thy  feet  with  awful  fear 

Th*  adoring  armies  fall ; 
With  joy  they  inrink  to  Nothing  there, 
Before  th'  eternal  All. 

6  There  I  would  vie  with  all  the  hoft 

In  duty  and  in  blifs ; 
While  Less  than  Nothing  I  could  boaft 
And  Vanity  confefs. 

7  The  more  thy  glories  flrike  mine  eyes, 

The  humbler  I  fhall  lie  -y 
Yet  while  I  fmg,  my  joys  fhall  rife 
Unmeafurably  high,  watts. 


HYMN 
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HYMN   CXXXIIL    Common  Metre. 
'Triumph  over  Death ,    Job.  xix.  25 — 27. 

GREAT  God,  I  own  thy  fentence  juft; 

And  nature  muft  decay: 
I  yield  my  body  to  the  duft, 

To  dwell  with  fellow-clay. 

Yet  faith  may  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 

And  trample  on  the  tombs ; 
My  God  and  Father  ever  lives, 

And  my  Redeemer  comes. 

The  mighty  conq'ror  mall  appear 

High  on  a  royal  feat ; 
And  death,  the  laft  of  all  his  foes, 

Lie  vanquihYd  at  his  feet. 

Tho'  greedy  worms  devour  my  fkin, 

And  gnaw  my  wafting  fiefh, 
When  God  fhall  build  my  bones  again, 

He  cloaths  them  all  afrefh. 

5  Then 
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5  Then  fhall  I  fee  thee  face  to  face 
With  ftrong  immortal  eyes, 
And  in  the  riches  of  thy  grace, 

Find  everlafling  joys.  watts. 


HYMN    CXXXIV.    Common  Metre. 
Blejfednefs  of  the  pious  Dead. 

i  HEAR  what  the  words  of  Chrift  reveal 
Of  all  the  pious  dead : 
Your  hearts,  ye  mourners,  they  will  heal, 
And  dry  the  tears  ye  fhed. 

2  They  die  in  Jefus,  and  are  blefs'd ; 

How  calm  their  {lumbers  are  ! 
Tempted  no  more,  no  more  diftrefs'd, 
And  freed  from  ev'ry  care. 

3  Their  labour  done,  they  reft,  and  now 

Tho'  dead,  to  God  they  live ; 
Their  works  do  follow,  Lord,  and  thou 
A  large  reward  wilt  give.       watts. 

HYMN 
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HYMN    CXXXV.    Long  Metre. 

A  happy  RefurreElion. 

NO,  I'll  repine  at  death  no  more, 
But  with  a  chearful  gafp  refign, 
To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave, 
Thefe  dying,  with  ring,  limbs  of  mine, 

,  Let  worms  devour  my  wailing  flefh, 
And  crumble  all  my  bones  to  duft; 
My  God  fhall  raife  my  frame  anew 
At  the  revival  of  the  juil. 

;  When  breaks  that  morning,  thro*  the  fides, 
We  fhall  behold  our  mailer's  face, 
And  hear  the  language  of  thofe  lips 
Where  God  has  fhed  his  richefl  grace. 

f.  O  form  us  to  his  image,  Lord, 
Still  more  and  more,  while  here  we  ilay  5 
That  we,  with  all  the  pious  dead, 
May  fmg  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 

K  5  Haile 
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5  Hafte  then  upon  the  wings  of  love, 
Roufe  all  the  pious  fleeping  clay ; 
That  we  may  join  in  heav'nly  joys, 
And  fmg  the  triumph  of  the  day. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    CXXXVI.    Common  Metre. 

A  Profpeff  of  Heaven  makes  Death  eafy. 

i  THERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  faints  immortal  reign ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleafures  banifh  pain. 

a  There  everlafting  fpring  abides, 
And  never  with'ring  flow'rs ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  fea,  divides 
This  heav'nly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  fwelling  flood, 
Stand  drefs'd  in  living  green ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  flood, 
While  Jordan  rolTd  between. 

4  But 
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4  But  tim'rous  mortals  ftart  and  fhrink, 

To  crofs  this  narrow  fea ; 
And  linger,  fhiv'ring  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  O !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Thofe  gloomy  doubts  that  rife, 
And  fee  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes  ! 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Mofes  flood, 

And  view  the  landfkip  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  ftreams,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  fliore. 

WATTS. 


HYMN    CXXXVII.    Common  Metre. 

Hope  after  Death  from  the  Rejurreftion  of  Chrift. 

i  TO  God  the  Father  of  our  Lord 
Each  thankful  heart  be  rais'd  $ 
Adored  let  his  wifdom  be, 
His  boundlefs  grace  be  prais'd. 

K  2  a  When 
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i  When  from  the  dead  he  call'd  his  Son 
To  his  right  hand  on  high, 
He  gave  the  lively  hope  that  we 
Shall  not  for  ever  die. 

3  What  tho*  his  ever-wife  decree 

Command  us  back  to  duft  -, 
Since  Chriil  our  pledge  and  pattern  rofe, 
So  all  his  foll'wers  mull. 

4  There's  an  inheritance  divine 

Referv'd  againft  that  day ; 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undenTd, 
And  cannot  fade  away. 

5  Saints  by  the  pow'r  of  God  are  kept 

Till  this  falvation  come ; 
We  walk  by  faith,  as  ftrangers  here, 
Till  he  fhall  call  us  home. 

WATTS, 


HYMN 


cBTTAV- 
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HYMN    CXXXVIIL    Common  Metre. 
The  Chriftiarfs  Triumph  over  Death, 

1  OH  for  a  firm  and  lively  faith 
That  may  the  grave  defy, 
And  trufting  what  the  gofpel  faith 
May  triumph  when  we  die. 

a  Joyful,  with  all  the  ftrength  we  have, 
Our  feeble  lips  fhould  fing 
Where  is  thy  boafted  vicVry,  grave  ? 
O  death,  where  is  thy  fling. 

3  Pardon  and  life,  O  glorious  word ! 

A  life  that  never  ends, 
Were,  by  our  dying,  rifing  Lord, 
Enfur'd  to  all  his  friends. 

4  Great  fource  of  good,  our  latefl  hour 

That  mercy's  praife  fhall  fpread, 
Which  broke  the  king  of  terror's  pow'r 
By  Chrifl  our  living  head.        watts. 

K  3  HTMN 
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HYMN    CXXXIX.    Common  Metre. 

i 

Hope  and  Comfort  of  the  dying  Chriftian. 

i  HARK  ! — to  the  gofpePs  chearing  voice, 
Lend  ye  a  lift'ning  ear  \ 
'Twill  make  the  pious  heart  rejoice. 
And  dry  up  ev'ry  tear. 

2  For  ever  bleffed  are  the  dead 
That  in  the  Lord  fhall  die  j 
His  fervants  on  a  dying  bed 
Should  raife  their  praifes  high. 

j  They  leave  their  burdens  here  behind, 
And  bid  farewel  to  woe ; 

Labour  will  end  when  life's  refign'd, 

-i.A 
Their  reft  no  period  know. 

4  They'll  toil  no  more  for  daily  bread, 
No  more  of  fin  complain ; 
No  more  a  want  will  find,  or  dread, 
Nor  feel,  nor  fear  a  pain. 
0  £ 


5  But 
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5  But  vaft  rewards  fhall  recompence 
Their  faithful  fervice  here, 
And  pow'r  and  love  fhall  banifh  thence 
All  frailty  and  all  fear. 


HYMN    CXL.    Long  Metre. 
fbe  Circumftances  of  Cbrijiy s  fecond  appearing. 

1  MY  riling  foul  extend  thy  wings 
Beyond  the  verge  of  mortal  things  j 
And  meditate  the  aweful  day 

When  this  vain  world  fhall  pafs  away. 

2  Behold  the  fi'ry  deluge  roll 

Thro*  heavn's  wide  arch  from  pole  to  pole; 
The  fun  no  more  its  luflre  boafts, 
And  trembling  fall  the  flarry  hods. 

3  The  wreck  of  nature  all  around, 

The  angels'  fhout,  the  trumpet's  found, 
Loud  the  defcending  Judge  proclaim, 
And  echo  his  tremendous  name. 

K  4  4  Children 
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4  Children  of  Adam,  all  appear, 
The  great  decifive  fentence  hear; 
For  as  his  lips  pronounce  ye  go 
To  endlefs  blifs,  or  realms  of  woe. 

. .     . 

5  Lord,  to  mine  eyes  this  fcene  difplay, 

Frequent,  thro'  each  revolving  day ; 
That,  loft  in  this  each  meaner  care, 
I  may  to  meet  my  Judge  prepare. 

MT8   20DD RIDGE. 
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PART     IV. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING  TO       - 

CHRISTIAN    WORSHIP. 


HYMN    CXLI.     Long  Metre. 
tfhe  Benefit  of  Public  Ordinances, 

t  AWAY  from  ev'ry  mortal  care, 
Away  from  earth,  our  fouls  retreat  -> 
We  leave  this  lower  world  afar, 
And  wait  and  worfhip  near  thy  feat. 

2  Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace 
We  fee  thy  glories  and  adore  ■, 
We  blefs  thy  name,  and  feek  thy  face, 
And  learn  to  know  and  love  thee  more. 

K  5  3  While 
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3  While  here  our  various  wants  and  woes 
And  pray'rs  united  rife  on  high 
They  bring  us  back  in  quick  return 
Of  needful  good  a  rich  fupply. 

4  If  ftrong  temptation's  force  we  fear, 
We  find  our  comfort  in  thy  word ; 
Furnifh'd  with  gofpel-armour  here 
To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord. 

5  Or  if  our  fpirit  faints  and  dies, 

Our  confcience  gall'd  with  inward  filings, 
Here  doth  the  righteous  Sun  arife 
With  healing  beams  beneath  his  wings. 

6  Father !  my  foul  would  flill  abide 
Within  thy  temple,  near  thy  fide ; 
But  if  my  feet  muft  hence  depart, 
Still  keep  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart. 

WATTS 


HYiM* 
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HYMN    CXLII.    Common  Metre. 

^he  Chriftian  Sabbath, 

1  AGAIN  our  weekly  labours  end 
And  we  thy  fabbath's  call  attend ; 
Improve,  my' foul,  the  facred  reft, 
And  learn  for  ever  to  be  blefs'd. 

2  This  day  may  our  devotions  rife 
To  heav'n  a  grateful  facrifice, 

And  heav'n  that  peace  divine  beftow 
Which  none  but  they  who  feel  it  know. 

3  This  holy  calm  within  the  breaft 
Prepares  for  that  eternal  reft ; 
Which  for  the  fons  of  God  remains, 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  Creation's  wonders,  Lord,  we  view 
With  facred  joy,  the  old,  the  new ; 
Thankful  reflect  on  bleflings  paft, 
While  hope  gives  future  to  our  tafte, 

J  In 
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5  In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 
In  holy  pleafures  pafs  away; 
How  fweet  this  fabbath  thus  to  fpend 
In  hope  of  that  which  ne'er  fhall  end. 


HYMN    CXLIIL     Short  Metre. 

The  Lord's  Day,  or  Delight  in  Ordinances. 

i       WELCOME  fweet  day  of  reft 
That  faw  the  Saviour  rife ; 
To  all  who,  with  his  likenefs  blefs'd, 
Are  form'd  for  pious  joys. 

H 
2.       Our  God  himfelf  comes  near, 
And  meets  his  faints  to-day; 
His  face  they  fee,  his  voice  they  hear, 
And  love,  and  praife,  and  pray. 

3       Where  God  his  grace  difplays, 
And  gives  fuch  pleafure  birth, 
One  hour  is  worth  a  thoufand  days 
Of  vain  and  fleeting  mirth. 

4  My 
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4  My  foul,  O  Lord,  prepare 

For  work  and  joy  like  this  ; 
And  train  for  worlds,  where  perfect  are 
The  worfhip  and  the  blifs. 


WJTJS. 


HYMN    CXLIV. 

Thanks,  to  God  at  the  clofe  of 'public  Worfhip  for 
the  Gofpel>  and  Prayer  for  the  due  Improve- 
ment  of  it, 

1  LORD,  difmifs  us  with  thy  blefTmg, 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above i 
Let  us,  each  thy  peace  pofTeffing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  thy  Gofpel's  joyful  found  j 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  falvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound. 

FAWCEr?. 

-   I 

HYMN 
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HYMN    CXLV.    Long  Metre. 

For  Eafter-  Sunday. 

1  ANGELS  roil  the  rock  away, 

Hallelujah ! 
Death,  thy  kingdom  ends  to-day. 

Hallelujah ! 
See  he  rifes  from  the  tomb, 

Hallelujah! 
Glowing  in  immortal  bloom. 

Hallelujah! 

2  'Tis  the  Saviour.    Angels,  raife 

Hallelujah ! 
Fame's  eternal  trump  of  praife. 

Hallelujah ! 
Let  the  world's  immortal  bound 

Hallelujah ! 
Hear  the  joy-infpiring  found. 

Hallelujah  1 

3  Raife 

H 
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3  Raife,  ye  faints,  your  nobleft  fong, 

Hallelujah 
Let  the  ftrains  be  fweet  and  ftrong ; 

Hallelujah 
Shout !  the  Son  of  God,  this  morn 

Hallelujah 
From  his  fepulchre  new-born. 

Halleluiah 

4  Your  victorious  captain  hail, 

Hallelujah 
See  him,  crown'd  with  glory,  fail 

Hallelujah 
In  long  triumph  thro'  the  fky, 

Hallelujah 
Up  to  waiting  worlds  on  high ! 

Hallelujah 

5  Heav'n  its  portals  open  throws, 

Hallelujah 
Thro*  them,  fee,  the  Conqu'ror  goes ; 

Hallelujah 
Lo  !  he  now  afcends  the  throne 

Hallelujah 
By  his  Father's  grace  his  own. 

Hallelujah 

6  Join 
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6  Join  the  chorus,  heav'nly  choir; 

Hallelujah ! 
Let  our  joys  your  fongs  infpire; 

Hallelujah ! 
While  we,  in  our  humbler  flrains, 

Hallelujah ! 
Sing  his  honours,  and  our  gains. 

Hallelujah! 


7  But  who  can  the  bleffing  tell, 

Hallelujah . 
When,  O  death,  thy  empire  fell ! 

Hallelujah ! 
Where  is  now  thy  dreaded  fling  ? 

Hallelujah ! 
Where  thy  terrors,  vanquifh'd  king! 

b  iBth  Hallelujah ! 
3fh  ENFIELD. 


:  3>kql  9/i 


BOOK     IV. 


H    T    M    N    S 

RELATING    TO 

PARTICULAR    OCCASIONS. 
H 


P  A  RT   I. 

HYMNS  TO   BE   USED   AT  THE   CELEBRATION 
OF  THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 


HYMN    CXLVI.    Long  Metre. 
..nrjbUfiH- . 

The  Lord's  Supper  inftituted, 

i   'TWAS  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night, 
When  all  the  pow'rs  of  malice  rofe 
Againil  the  Son  of  God's  delight, 
And  friends  betray'd  him  to  his  foes. 

2  Before  the  mournful  fcene  began, 

He  took  the  bread,  gave  thanks,  and  brake  \ 
What  love  thro'  all  his  actions  ran ! 
What  wond'rous  words  of  grace  he  fpake ! 

3  This 
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3  This  is  my  body  broke  for  you, 
Take,  eat  the  emblematic  bread  j 
Drink  of  this  cup,  an  emblem  too, 
My  blood  which  fhall  for  you  be  fhed. 

4  Do  this,  he  faid,  rememb'ring  me  j 
Meet  round  my  table,  and  record 

My  death  and  fufPrings ;  here  you'll  fee 
The  love  of  your  departed  Lord. 

5  Now  at  his  table  we  are  met, 
His  dying  precepts  to  fulfil ; 

Let  not  our  hearts  that  love  forget 
Which  warms  his  faithful  bofom  ftill. 

- 

6  And  thou,  his  Father  and  our  own, 

Accept  the  humble  fongs  we  raife, 
Still  to  our  thankful  fpirits  known 
The  object  of  our  higheft  praife. 

7  Teach  us  in  all  he  did  to  fee 
Infcrib'd  the  glories  of  thy  name; 
And  let  devotednefs  to  thee 

Our  gratitude  to  him  proclaim. 

WAtTS. 
HYMN 
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HYMN   CXLVII.    Short  Metre. 
ihe  Lord's  Supper. 

1  JESUS  invites  his  faints 
Around  his  board  to  meet, 

Where  they  who  fhare  his  fpirit  find 
Their  intercourfes  fweet. 

2  Here  we  fhew  forth  his  love 
Which  fpake  in  ev'ry  breath. 

Prompted  each  action  of  his  life, 
And  triumph'd  in  his  death. 

oA 

3  Here  let  our  pow'rs  unite 

Thy  name,  O  God,  to  praife, 
Great  fource  of  all  that  grace  and  truth 
The  gofpel  wide  difplays. 

4  One  faith,  one  hope,  one  Lord, 
One  God  alone,  we  know ; 

Brethren  we  are  ;  let  ev'ry  heart 
With  kind  affections  glow. 

5  Let 


■ 
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5  Let  thefe  difpofe  us   all 
Each  others  faults  to  blot: 

Be  angry  paffions  far  remov'd 
And  felfifti  views  forgot. 

6  Warm'd  with  our  mailer's  love, 
And  thine  unmeafur'd  grace, 

Lord,  let  our  thankful  hearts  expand 
And  all  mankind  embrace. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN    CXLVIII.    Common  Metre. 

Brotherly  Kindnefsfrom  the  Example  and  Precept 

of  Chrift. 

i  YE  foli'wers  of  the  Prince  of  peace, 
Who  round  his  table  draw ; 
Remember  what  his  fpirit  was, 
What  his  peculiar  law. 

2  The  love  which  all  his  bofom  filTd, 

Did  all  his  actions  guide, 

Infpir'd  by  love3  he  liv'd  and  taught ; 

Infpir'd  by  love  he  dy'd. 

3  And 
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3  And  do  you  love  him,  do  you  feel 

Your  warm  affections  move  ? 
This  is  the  proof  which  he  demands 
That  you  each  other  love. 

4  Let  each  the  facred  law  fulfil. 

Like  his  be  ev'ry  mind. 
Be  ev'ry  temper  form'd  by  love, 
And  ev'ry  action  kind. 

5  Let  none  who  call  themfelves  his  friends 

Difgrace  the  honour'd  name ; 

But  by  a  near  refemblance  prove 

The  title  which  they  claim. 
,51.13m  norm  J 

DODDRIDGE. 
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PART    II. 


H    T    M    N    S 

ADAPTED   TO 

DIFFERENT   SITUATIONS   OF   CHRISTIAN 
SOCIETIES. 


HYMN    CXLIX.    Long  Metre. 
On  the  opening  of  a  new  Place  of  Worjhif. 

- 

i  AND  will  the  great  eternal  God 
On  earth  eftablifh  his  abode  ? 
And  will  he  from  his  radiant  throne 
Avow  our  temples  for  his  own  ? 

i  We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praife, 
And  fing  that  condefcending  grace, 
Which  to  our  notes  will  lend  an  ear, 
And  call  us  finful  mortals  near. 

3  Our 
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3  Our  Father's  watchful  care  we  blefs, 
Which  guards  our  fynagogues  in  peace  j 
That  no  tumultuous  foes  invade, 

To  fill  the  worfhippers  with  dread. 

4  Thefe  walls  we  to  thy  honour  raife ; 
Long  may  they  echo  with  thy  praife ; 
And  then  defcending  fill  the  place 
With  choicer!;  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

5  Here  may  the  truths  of  Jefus  reign, 
With  all  the  graces  in  their  train ; 
While  pow'r  divine  his  word  attends, 
To  conquer  foes,  and  chear  his  friends. 

6  And  in  the  great  decifive  day, 
When  God  the  nations  fhall  furvey, 
May  it  before  the  world  appear 
That  crouds  were  born  to  glory  here. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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HYMN    CL.    Common  Metre. 

fbe  Presence  of  God  our  Support  under  the  Lojs 
ofMini/lers,  and  other  ufeful  Friends, 

i  NOW  let  our  mourning  hearts  revive, 
And  all  our  tears  be  dry ; 
Why  fhould  thofe  eyes  be  drown'd  in.  grief, 
Which  view  a  Father  nigh  ? 

2  What  tho*  the  arm  of  conquYmg  death 

Does  God's  own  houfe  invade  ? 
What  though  the  prophet,  and  the  prieft 
In  filent  graves  are  laid  ? 

3  Tho*  earthly  fhepherds  dwell  in  duft, 

The  aged  and  the  young, 
The  watchful  eye  in  darknefs  clos'd, 
And  mute  th*  inftru&ive  tongues 

4  Th*  eternal  Shepherd  ftill  furvives 

New  comfort  to  impart; 
His  eye  ftill  guides  us,  and  his  voice 
Still  animates  our  heart. 
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5  "Lo,  I  am  with  you,"  faith  the  Lord, 

"  My  church  fhall  fafe  abide  -, 
"  For  I  will  ne'er  forfake  my  own 
"  Whofe  fouls  in  me  confide." 

6  Thro'  every  fcene  of  life  and  death 

This  promife  is  our  truft ; 
And  this  fhall  be  our  children's  fong 

When  we  are  laid  in  duft.       doddridge. 


HYMN    CLI.    Common  Metre. 

Prayer  to  God  for  the  Supply  of  Vacancies  in  the 
Congregations  of  his  People, 

1  FATHER  of  fpirits,  from  thy  hand 
At  firft  our  being  came ; 
And  {till  with  energy  divine 
Don:  thou  fupport  our  frame. 

2,  By  thee  our  fpirits  all  are  known, 
And  each  remoter!:  thought 
Lies  wide  expanded  to  thine  eye 

By  whom  their  pow'rs  were  wrought. 

L  3  To 
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3  To  thee,  when  mortal  comforts  fail, 

Thy  fuppliant  people  fly  -, 
And  on  a  Father's  conftant  care 
With  chearful  hope  rely. 

4  When  thine  affemblies  deeply  mourn 

Their  brethren  gone  to  dint, 
Oh !  let  thy  grace  their  lofs  fupply": 
In  thee  is  all  their  truft. 

5  The  powers  of  nature  all  are  thine, 

And  thine  the  aids  of  grace  -, 
Thine  arm  has  borne  thy  churches  up 
Thro'  ev'ry  rifmg  race. 

6  Exert  thy  facred  influence  here, 

And  here  thy  fuppliants  blefs; 
And  change  to  ftrains  of  chearful  praife, 
The  accents  of  diftrefs. 

7  With  faithful  heart,  with  fkilful  hand, 

May  this  thy  flock  be  fed ; 
And  with  a  firm  improving  pace 

To  thine  abodes  be  led.        doddridge. 

- 
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PART     III. 


H   T   M  N   S 

FOR 

BAYS  OF  PUBLIC  FASTING  OR  THANKSGIVING. 


HYMN    CLII.    Long  Metre. 

Lamentation  of  national  Sins* 

i  THOU  who  difpofeft  by  a  word 
The  fate  of  nations,  righteous  Lord! 
Our  crying  guilt  to  thee  we  own, 
And  fall  in  tears  before  thy  throne. 

2  Britain,  the  land  thine  arm  hath  fav'd, 
That  arm  ungratefully  hath  brav'd ; 
Britain,  the  ifle  its  God  hath  lov'd, 
A  rebel  to  that  love  hath  prov'd, 

L  2  3  Juftly 
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3  Juftly,  O  Lord,  at  thy  command, 
Might  judgments  ftrike  this  finful  land, 
And  the  fad  doom  thy  lips  reveal 

Which,  fix'd,  admits  of  no  repeal. 

i 

4  Yet  haft  thou  not  a  remnant  here, 
Whofe  fouls  are  filFd  with  pious  fear  ? 
Oh!  let  thy  wonted  grace  be  nigh, 
While  proflrate  at  thy  feet  they  lie. 

5  Behold  their  tears,  attend  their  moan, 
Nor  turn  away  their  fecret  groan: 
With  thefe  we  join  our  humble  pray'r, 
Oh!  fpare  our  country,  Father,  fpare  ! 

*  cni£Y  &A  -A 

6  But  if  the  fentence  be  decreed, 
And  our  dear  native  land  muft  bleed; 
Tho'  weep  we  muft,  yet  will  we  own 
Thee  juft,  and  fay,  Thy  will  be  done, 

idbflij  DODDRIDGE. 
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HYMN    CLIII.    Long  Metre. 

National  Humiliation, 


i 


GREAT  God  of  armies,  bend  the  fides. 
And  hear  our  humble  earned  cries : 
Lo,  Britain  bows  before  thy  face 
In  all  her  coafls,  and  afks  thy  grace. 


2  We  make  no  vain  and  impious  boafts 
Or  of  our  navies,  or  our  hours ; 
Thine  is  the  land,  and  thine  the  main, 
And  human  pow'r,  without  thee^  vain. 

u3   d 

3  Our  guilt  might  draw  thy  judgments  down, 
On  ev'ry  fhore,  on  ev'ry  town; 

But  view  us,  Lord,  with  pit'ing  eye, 
And  lay  the  lifted  thunder  by. 

4  Forgive  the  follies  of  the  times, 

And  cleanfe  our  ifie  from  all  its  crimes ; 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  grace  divine, 
Let  princes,  priefts,  and  people  fhine. 

L  4  5  May 
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5  May  camps  and  fleets  thy  name  revere  £ 
Fear  thee,  and  know  no  other  fear; 

Nor  by  their  vices  drive  from  thence, 
Our  only  glory  and  defence. 

6  So  may  our  God  delight  to  blefs 
And  crown  our  efforts  with  fuccefs  ; 
Our  foes  may  dread  Jehovah's  fword, 
And  conqu'ring  Britain  praife  the  Lord. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN   CLIV.    Common  Metre. 

Humiliation  and  Prayer  under  a  Senfe  of  faft 
Ingratitude, 

i  How  oft,  O  Lord,  has  Britain  been 
Juft  like  a  burning  brand, 
Snatch'd  from  the  fierce  furroimding  flame, 
By  thine  indulgent  hand. 

2  Oft  have  thofe  judgments  been  reftrain'd 

Which  guilt  began  to  wake -, 

And  grace  ungrateful  Britain  call'd 

r-?  Her  vices  to  forfake  ! 
noil  ^  3  Bu£ 
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3  But  have  we  learn'd  thy  name  to  fear, 

Thy  mercy  to  improve  ? 
Have  we  been  drawn  to  keep  thy  laws, 
By  all  thefe  cords  of  love  ? 

4  Or  when,  on  days  like  thefe  we've  mourn'd 

Our  fins,  and  pardon  pray'd, 
Have  we  not  foon  forgot  our  vows, 
And  far  as  ever  ilray'd  ? 

5  Too  deeply  confcious,  tho'  again 

Our  fuppliant  eyes  we  raife ; 
Should'ft  thou  refufe  the  help  we  afk, 
We  juftify  thy  ways. 


xU 


6  But,  O  thou  God  of  perfect  grace. 

Here  all  our  comfort  lies ; 
The  truly  broken  contrite  heart 
Thou  never  wilt  defpife. 

7  But  while  in  this  eternal  truth 

Our  only  hope  we  find, 
Let  the  dear  hope,  we  wifli  to  form, 
To  faithful  duty  bind. 

L>  4  8  From 
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8  From  falling,  pray'rs,  and  tears  alone, 
We  pardon  feek  in  vain ; 
Grant  that  by  hearts  and  lives  reform'd 
We  may  acceptance  gain. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN    CLV.     Common  Metre. 

National  Tranquility  and  Security  from  God  the 
Lord  of  Hojis. 

i   THE  mighty  God  is  our  defence, 
The  ftrength  by  which  we  Hand. 
When  troubles  their  approaches  make, 
His  help  is  ftill  at  hand. 

i  Tho'  the  vafl  ocean's  troubled  waves 
In  wilderl  tumult  rife. 
And  caufe  the  frighted  hills  to  fhake, 
Or  fwell  to  reach  the  Ikies. 

3  Though  from  their  old  foundations  movyd, 
The  mountains  fhould  be  call 
Into  the  deep  unfathom'd  fea, 
Or  the  whole  earth  difplac'd  -9 

4  Yet 
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4  Yet  fearlefs  may  thy  fervants,  Lord, 

The  dire  commotion  fee  j 
For  thou  art  with  them,  and  their,  fouls 
&iD  Securely  reft  on  thee. 

5  In  vain  oppofing  nations  rage, 

If  God  with  us  abide  -, 
One  word  of  his  diflblves  their  flrength, 
And  humbles  all  their  pride. 

6  His  wifdom  fees  correction  meet, 

He  gives  the  dread  command ; 
And  war  its  defolations  fpreads 
Through  ev'ry  trembling  land. 

7  His  purpofe  wrought ;  again  he  fpeaks* 

And  defolations  ceafe  -, 

» 

War's  loud  alarms  are  heard  no  more  -  n A 
And  all  the  world  is  peace. 

8  Mortals,  adore  his  fovereign  pow'r, 

Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod ; 
Thro'  all  your  various  tribes  be  fth% 
And  know  that  he  is  God.        •&  iO 

L  $  5  Britain 
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9  Britain,  be  this  thy  only  care 
His  favour  to  fecure ; 
Make  God  thy  friend,  and  baniih  fear, 
Thy  happinefs  is  fure.  Patrick, 


HYMN    CLVI. 

National  Thank/giving. 

SAY,  fhould  we  fearch  the  globe  around5 
Where   can  fuch  happinefs  be  found 

As  dwells  in  Britain's  favour'd  ifle  ? 
Here  plenty  reigns;  here  freedom  fheds 
Her  choked  bleffings  on  our  heads, 

And  bids  our  bleakeft  mountains  fmile 

Here  fwarming  navies  lodge  the  {lore 
Convey'd  from  ev'ry  foreign  more ; 

Science  and  art  their  charms  diiplay; 
Religion  gives  us  here  to  raife 
Our  voices  to  our  Maker's  praife, 

As  truth  and  confcience  point  the  way. 

3  Thefe 
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3  Thefe  are  thy  gifts,   almighty  King, 
From  thee  our  various  bleflings  fpring  -, 

Extended  commerce,  fruitful  fkies, 
The  joys  which  liberty  bellows, 
The  endlefs  blifs  the  gofpel  fhews, 

All  from  thy  boundlefs  goodnefs  rife* 

4  With  grateful  hearts,  with  thankful  tongues, 
To  God  we  raife  united  fongs. 

His  pow'r  and  mercy  we  proclaim  ; 
Our  fathers  his  falvation  knew, 
And  we  his  noblefl  favours  view, 

And  own  his  wond'rous  grace  the  fame, 

5  So,  while  the  ftars  their  courfe  fhall  run, 
Or  man  behold  the  circling  fun, 

With  Britain  ftill  may  God  remain  5 
Direct  her  counfels  to  fuccefs ; 
With  peace  and  joy  her  borders  blefs, 

And  all  her  facred  rights  maintain. 


L  6  HYMN 
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HYMN    CLVII. 
National  Thank/giving  for  Peace. 

i  GREAT  God,  infpire  each  heart  and  tongue, 
Thy  wond'rous  goodnefs  to  proclaim, 
And  bid  the  animating  fong 
Glow  with  devotion's  lively  flame. 
To  thee  let  favour'd  Britain  raife 
Her  fweeteft  notes  of  thankful  praife. 

2  But  where  fhall  we  begin  to  trace 
The  w onders  of  thy  hand  divine  ? 
In  ev'ry  feafon,  ev'ry  place, 

How  num'rous  and  how  bright  they  fhine. 
To  God,  ye  favour'd  Britons,  raife 
Your  fweeteft  notes  of  thankful  praife. 

3  Abroad,  protection  and  fuccefs 
Proclaim'd  that  Britain's  God  was  there; 
At  home,  he  bade  fair  plenty  blefs, 
And  fruitful  fields  confefs'd  his  care. 

To  God,  ye  favour' d  Britons,  raife 
Your  fweeteft  notes  of  thankful  praife. 

4  But 


part  in.         HYMN    CLVII.  229 

4  But  yet  beneath  the  hoftile  fword 
Has  many  a  worthy  patriot  bled, 
And  many  a  mourning  heart  deplor'd 
A  friend,  a  fon,  a  brother  dead. 

The  fword  is  fheath'd. — Ye  Britons  raife 
To  God  your  fweeteft  notes  of  praife. 

5  The  horrors  of  the  fanguine  field, 
Which  fadd'ned  vict'ry's  faireft  plume, 
To  mild  domeftic  fcenes  fhall  yield, 
And  peace  her  gentle  reign  refume. 

To  God,  ye  favour'd  Britons,  raife 
Your  fweeteft  notes  of  thankful  praife. 

6  Blefs'd  peace,  from  her  propitious  fmiles 
What  num  rous,  various  bleflings  flow  ! 
Great  God,  to  thee  our  happy  ifles 
Thefe  bleflings  Angularly  owe. 

To  thee  let  favour'd  Britain  raife 
Her  fweeteft  notes  of  thankful  praife. 

7  Crown 
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7  Crown,  gracious  Lord,  thy  gift  of  peace 
With  gifts  more  noble,  more  divine. 
May  virtue,  piety,  increafe, 
And  thus  each  Britiih  heart  be  thine. 
Devotion  then  to  thee  mall  raife 
Sublimer  notes  of  thankful  praife. 

STEELE. 


HYMN    CLVIII, 
tfhankf giving  for  Peace, 

1  NOW  let  our  fongs  addrefs  the  God  of 
peace, 
Who  bids  the  tumult  of  the  battle  ceafe : 
The  pointed  fpears.  to  pruning  hooks  he 

bends, 
And  the  broad  faulchion  in  the  plow-fhare 
ends. 
His    pow'rful    bonds   unite    contending 

nations, 
In  kind  embrace  and  friendly  falutations. 

2  While 
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1  While  we  in  peace  our  families  can  meet, 
Or  to  thy  temple  turn  our  willing  feet : 
Accept,  great  God,  the  tribute  of  our  fong, 
And  all  the  mercies  of  this  day  prolong. 
Lord,  fpread  thy  peaceful  word  through 

ev'ry  nation, 
That  all  the  earth  may  hail  thy  great 
falvation. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN    CLIX.    Long  Metre. 

God  the  Author  and  Controuler  of  Peace  and  War, 

1  GREAT  ruler  of  the  earth  and  fkies, 
A  word  of  thy  Almighty  breath 
Can  fink  the  worlds,  or  make  them  rife. 
Thy  favour's  life,  thy  frown  is  death. 

a  While  angry  nations  rufh  to  arms, 
And  war,  collecting  all  its  train 
Of  horrors,  founds  its  dire  alarms, 
And  flaughter  fpreads  the  bloody  plain. 

3  The 
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3  The  Lord  beholds  them  from  his  throne, 
And  guides  the  ftorm,  or  bids  it  ceafe. 
His  word  the  angry  nations  own, 

And  at  his  order,  all  is  peace. 

\\ 

4  Thou  good,  and  wife,  and  righteous  Lord, 

All  move  fubfervient  to  thy  will; 
Both  peaee  and  war  await  thy  worc|: 
Thy  gracious  counfels  they  fulfil. 

STEELE, 

sM  nocmr  [DM  M  Y  H 

>fl  srfr  to 

fc>ioJ  p^RT 

l[  yi*v3  to  oo3  ni£3nuc 
32£mori  ihft  *tuo  3W 

w'oq  vtii'diohs  eluol  iuO  c 
ibid  bnA 
3  io^ 
tO 

obsni> 


PART     IV. 


H    T    M    N    S 


FOR.    THE 


FIFTH    OF    NOVEMBER. 


HYMN    CLX.    Common  Metre. 

tfhe  BleJJings  of  civil  Government. 

i  TO  thee,  great  Sov'reign  of  the  fky, 
And  Lord  of  all  below, 
The  fountain  too  of  ev'ry  joy, 
We  our  firft  homage  owe. 

2  Our  fouls  adore  thy  pow'r  fupreme, 
And  blefs  thy  providence, 
For  governors  of  meaner  name 
Ordain'd  f3r  our  defence.   - 


3  Kingdoms 
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3  Kingdoms  on  firm  foundations  ftand, 

And  God  fhall  be  their  guard ; 
When  vice  is  puniih'd  thro'  the  land 
And  virtue  finds  reward. 

4  Thy  rights,  great  God,  let  none  invade  -,  . 

Confcience  is  thine  alone; 
To  Cefar,  Cefar's  dues  be  paid ; 
To  God  well  give  his  own. 


HYMN    CLXI.     Common  Metre. 

i  THEE,  mighty  God,  our  fouls  adore, 
Thee,  our  glad  voices  fmg; 
And  join  the  heav'nly  choir  to  praife 
The  univerfal  King. 

1  Thy  pow'r  the  whole  creation  rules, 
And  from  above  the  ikies, 
Smiles  at  the  weak  and  vain  defigns 
Our  envious  foes  devife. 


3  The 
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3  The  Lord  derides  their  feeble  rage, 

And  his  tremendous  frown 
Their  haughty  fchemes  and  tow'ring  hopes 
Calls  in  a  moment  down. 

4  Their  fecret  fires  in  caverns  lay, 

And  we  the  facrifice ; 
But  fecret  caverns  ftrove  in  vain 
To  fhun  his  fearching  eyes. 

5  Their  deep  laid  plots  were  foon  reveal'd, 

Their  treafons  all  betray'd; 

Praife  to  the  Lord,  who  broke  the  fnare 

Malignant  hands  had  laid. 

I3H 

6  In  vain  did  blind  and  cruel  zeal 

New  efforts  flill  exert; 
A  faithful  God  was  always  near, 
Its  purpofe  to  fubvert. 

7  Almighty  grace  hath  fav'd  our  land, 

And  we  that  grace  adore ; 

Great  God,  that  grace  may  Britain  turn 

To  wantonnefs  no  more. 

WATTS, 

HYMN 


236  HYMN    CLXII.  hook  iv. 


HYMN    CLXII.     Long  Metre. 


God's  delivering  Goodnefs  acknowledged  and  trufted. 

1  PRAISE  to  the  Lord,  whofe  mighty  hand 
So  ofc  hath  fav'd  this  favour'd.  land  -, 
And  when  united  nations  rofe 
Hath  fham'd,  and  fcourg'd,  our  proudell  foes. 

1  When  mighty  navies  from  afar 
To  Britain  wafted  floating  war, 
His  breath  difpers'd  them  all  with  eafe, 
And  funk  their  terror  in  the  feas  % 


1 


3  When  fecret  plots  they  dar'd  to  try, 
Thoughtlefs  of  his  all-feeing  eye, 
He  fhot  from  heav'n  a  piercing  ray 
And  the  dark  treafon  brought  to  day  f . 

4  Princes  and  priefts  new  chains  prepare 
And  fpread  again  the  artful  fnare. 
Again  to  fcatter  God  appears 

All  their  vain  hopes,  and  all  our  fears. 

*  Referring  to  the  defeat  of  the  Spanifh  Armada,  1583. 
•j-  Gunpowder  plot. 

5  Obedient 
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5  Obedient  winds  at  his  command 

Brought  the  deliv'rer  of  our  land ; 

His  hand  our  foes  with  terror  view'd 

And  fwiftly  fled  when  none  purfu'd*. 

i  1 

6  Our  fathers  blefs'd  thy  wond'rous  ways 
And  we  thy  great  falvationpraife. 
Tor  ftill  the  care  of  guardian  heaven 
Secures  the  blifs  itfelf  hath  giv'n. 

7  For  all  the  future,  God  of  grace,  ;l8  oT 
In  thee  our  chearful  trull  we  place, 

Still  let  thy  pow'rful  aid  be  near; 

For  all  thy  fervants'  hopes  are  there. 

nariW  I 

*  Revolution  by  king  William,  16S8. 
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PART    V. 


H    T    M    N    S 


FOR 


NEW    YEAR'S    DAY. 

HYMN   CLXIIT.    Common  Metre. 

r  Alarm  from  the  Rapidity  of  human  Life. 

i  REMARK,  my  foul,  the  narrow  bounds 
Of  the  revolving  year: 
How  foon  the  weeks  compleat  their  rounds, 
How  fhort  the  months  appear ! 

2  Much  of  my  dubious  life. is  paft, 
Nor  will  return  again ; 
How  fwift  the  fleeting  moments  hafte, 
How  few  may  now  remain. 

3  Rife 
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3  Rife  then,  my  foul,  with  ftudious  care, 

Thy  true  condition  learn  ; 
What  grounds  of  hope  for  thee  there  are, 
And  what's  thy  firft  concern. 

4  Great  God,  awake  this  trifling  heart, 

My  real  ftate  to  fee  ; 
That  I  may  chocfe  the  better  part, 
And  yield  myfelf  to  thee. 

5  Then  fhall  their  conrfe  more  grateful  roll, 

If  future  years  arife; 
Or  this  fecure  thee,  O  my  foul, 

The  joy  that  never  dies.       doddridge. 


HYMN    CLXIV. 

The  Shortnefs  and  Uncertainty  of  Life. 

1  WHILE  with  ceafelefs  courfe  the  fun 
Hafted  thro'  the  former  year, 
Many  fouls  their  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here. 


2  FinihYd 
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2  Finiih'd  here  probation's  day, 

They  have  done  with  all  below  s 
We  a  little  longer  ftay, 

But  how  little  none  can  know. 

3  As  the  winged  arrow  Mies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  Ikies 
Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind. 

4  Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  ftream. 
Upwards,  Lord,  our  fpirits  raife  -, 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

5  Thanks  for  mercies  paft  receive; 

Pardon  of  our  fins  renew  ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 
With  eternity  in  view. 

6  Blefs  thy  word  to  young  and  old ; 

Fill  us  with  our  Father's  love ; 
And  when  life's  fhort  tale  is  told, 
May  we  dwell  with  thee  above. 

From  a  Colle&ion  of  Pfalms  and  Hymns 
from  various  Authors.   Oliver,  1774* 
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HYMN    CLXV.    Long  Metre. 
<The  poffibility  of  dying  this  Tear. 

1  GREAT  God,  we  in  thy  courts  appear, 
Whofe  bleffings  crown  the  op'ning  year. 
Our  feeble  lives  thy  care  prolongs, 
And  wakes  anew  our  annual  fongs. 

2  What  numbers  in  the  little  fpace, 
Have  vacant  left  on  earth,  their  place, 
Since  from  this  day  the  circling  fun 
Thro'  his  laft  yearly  period  run. 

3  We  yet  furvive,  but  who  can  fay 
Or  thro'  the  year,  or  month,  or  days 
Secure  from  the  attack  of  death 

I  will  retain  this  vital  breath. 

4  That  breath  is  always  in  thine  hand 
And  ftays  or  goes  at  thy  command ; 
We  hold  our  lives  from  thee  alone, 
Their  limits  all  to  us  unknown, 

■ 

M  5  To 
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5  To  thy  difpofal  we  refign, 

Let  life  but  while  it  lafts  be  thine, 
And  we  can  have  no  eaufe  to  fear 
Tho'  it  fhould  end  the  prefent  year. 

6  Tho'  we,  as  time  rolls  fwiftly  on, 
Borne  on  its  tide,  mufb  foon  be  gone; 
Yet  thankful  we  behold  the  fhore, 
Where  we  fhall  live,  to  die  no  more. 

DODDRIDGE. 


HYMN    CLXVI.    Long  Metre. 

God  our  Helper. 

MY  helper  God !  I  blefs  his  name, 
The  fame  his  pow'r,  his  grace  the  fame  $ 
His  favours  ev'ry  day  appear, 
Open,  and  crown,  and  elofe,  the  year. 

Ten  thoufand  dangers  round  me  ftand, 
Yet  ftill  I  find  his  guardian  hand ; 
And  fee,  when  1  furvey  my  ways, 
Ten  thoufand  monuments  of  praife. 

3  Thus 
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3  Thus  far  his  mercy  have  I  known, 
Thus  far  that  mercy,  thankful,  own ; 
And  while  I  tread  this  defart  land 
New.  bleflings  fhall  new  fongs  demand, 

4  My  foul  on  life's  extremeft  fhore 
Shall  raife  one  grateful  pillar  more ; 
Then  bear  in  his  bright  courts  above, 
Infcriptions  of  immortal  love. 

DODDRIDGE. 


THE    END. 
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